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ROUND-TRIP 

I left Peking for the last time on a warm afternoon in mid-October, 
boarding the train from a station platform which lay freakishly 
quiet and deserted in the clear autumn sunlight. Two months 
before, every train to- the coast had been frantically jammed with 
refugees, but that stopped after the fighting began at Shanghai and 
this train carried practically no Chinese ; the cars were empty 
except for a sprinkling of Japanese officers and travelling salesmen, 
a guard of live Japanese soldiers, and, in the baggage car, a consign- 
ment of dead ones reduced to ashes and packed away in small white- 
enamel boxes. 

On the train I was firmly ushered past a line of empty compart- 
ments, into one which smelled faintly of feet and was occupied by a 
grey Japanese in a derby hat, sitting on his heels with his dagger- 
shaped European shoes aligned on the plush beside him. He hissed 
punctiliously at me, then, as the train moved slowly out of the 
station, he unbuttoned his vest and pants, took off his hat, revealing 
himself an albino, dug from his suitcase a Japanese movie-magazine 
and a bottle of pop, and settled down for the journey. Through the 
swamps and tiny fields of the lower city the train glided with 
increasing speed, plunged through the outer wall, and rolled on 
into the wide, dusty country. 

It was a splendid day, probably the last really warm one of the 
decaying year. Beside the track the fields glistened with yellow 
crops and above them the banked foliage of poplars and willows 
floated like bronze plumes of seaweed under-water. Nothing more 
serious than desultory skirmishing had taken place here, and in the 
few spots where the crops had been mashed or the trees splintered, 
Nature was already repairing itself. There were no farmers in the 
fields ripe for the harvest, however, and between the rows of grain 
grew weeds, the first I had ever noticed in the carefully curried 
Chinese countryside. Also, where fields of tall kao-liang lay ncaf the 
track, the fifteen-foot stalks, which offered such excellent shelter to 
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any one wishing to approach the railway unseen, l' a ^ been cut 
prematurely and lay rotting in the sun. 

As the train passed down near Nan Yuan and the Peking aero- 
drome, three Japanese bombing-planes roared suddenly U P “ om 
behind the trees, their swollen bodies and long wings black against 
the radiant sky. They were so heavily loaded they could only climb 
slowly, and when they crossed the path of the train the cigar-shaped 
bombs were to be seen quite clearly, clinging in rows to their 
bellies. They wheeled and droned away towards the north. When 
they were only dark specks in the sky, they began to weave hack and 
forth, the sun glinting briefly on their wings as they turned. At 
that distance the seeds they sowed were invisible and the flowers of 
smoke which blossomed at their touch were hidden below the tree- 
tops, but when, in a few minutes, the train slowed at the station of 
Fengtai, the sound of their planting was faintly audible, as a series of 
soft reverberations in the warm air. In the station no one paused to 
listen or look. Already the war could be regarded like the weather ; 
it was to be discussed exhaustively at leisure, of course, but its 
routine events need not interrupt the day’s business. 

The train had reached Fengtai in half an hour, but there it waited 
for more than an hour and a half, between sun-baked platforms 
piled with gasoline tins, motors and motor parts, hay, cannon, 
ammunition, bales of posters and pamphlets. At length a squad of 
soldiers double-timed down the platform, leaning forward and 
holding their hands over their bottoms to prevent their pistols and 
knives from flapping too inconveniently. Following more slowly 
came a badger-faced commander with gold braid hanging from his 
shoulders, accompanied by other officers with less braid, and three 
minute Japanese women in figured kimonos. When he mounted the 
train, it began to move. The soldiers and women remained on the 
platform and as the cars rolled by, the women bowed low three 
times in unison, while the soldiers removed their hats and sang a 
short song. 

Beyond Fengtai the train crawled down the sloping plain, halting 
at every station for ten minutes, twenty minutes, sometimes three- 
quarters of an hour, while it was ascertained that the next section 
of track was safe. All these country depots were surrounded by walls 
of sandbags, barbed wire, and railway ties, and bamboo ladders led 
to their roofs where improvised crows’ nests, also sandbagged, 
sheltered sentries watching the fields. The platforms were all piled 
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with military supplies and decorated with a festival number of 
Japanese flags, including many of souvenir size stuck along the 
crests, of the sandbags or twisted into the barbed-wire. In the dust 
behind the banners, the chunky warriors who had brought them here 
lounged uncomfortably in their undershirts, their rifles beside them. 
There were never any Chinese in or near the stations, though 
occasionally silent groups of them could be seen in the village streets 
beyond, shading their eyes against the afternoon light as they gazed 
down towards the track. 

Before the war, the running time from Peking to Tientsin had 
been little more than three hours, but this train was still miles from 
the coast when it began to grow dark, six horns out of Peking. When 
the daylight disappeared, the populous plain across which it rolled 
was entirely black except for the stars and the faint electric glimmer 
which bathed the occasional stations, casting lumpish shadows 
behind the pacing sentries and sprawled barricades. 

Towards" nine, a rising moon showed clustering hovels beside the 
track, then, momentarily, a chaos of splintered railway cars, 
scattered about like toys, and a row of shattered buildings — half- 
glimpses, lost immediately as the train slid into the glare of the 
Tientsin Station and halted beside a file of soldiers standing at 
attention to sing a song of welcome for the important man from 
Fengtai. Here my compartment-mate folded his magazine, put on 
his hat and shoes, buttoned his vest and pants, bowed and hissed 
. suddenly at me, and quit the train. In time his place was taken by a 
plethoric British businessman bound for Mukden and the train was 
signalled out of the station, veering ponderously north through the 
city and out over the plain again. 

Beyond Tientsin the tracks lay through territory which had been 
all but conceded to Japan four years earlier, and had consequently 
fallen that summer without a struggle. Here the stations and 
bridges were still guarded, but there were no more long stops as a 
precaution against guerillas. This was the main line from the north, 
however, and the passenger train was often shunted into sidings 
while long strings of freight cars full of military material — men and 
goods — thundered south. At bedtime it was waiting on such a siding 
near Tangku, the port of Tientsin, above a vast flat landscape which 
shone curiously pale in the moonlight. Military activity had made 
proper control of the dikes along North China’s silted rivers impos- 
sible that summer and these fields were shallowly covered with one 
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of those terribly Chinese floods which drown only the crops, but kill 
the people later by starvation. 

We were to enter Manchukuo sometime next day and, as we 
prepared to sleep, my fellow traveller mentioned that he had been 
to Mukden twice recently and, though the border was no longer a 
frontier, travellers through it were very thoroughly and un- 
pleasantly searched. I was carrying out of the country a number of 
letters for Chinese friends, sq before going to bed I tore them up 
and threw them into the water below the train. When I opened the 
window to drop them, a bitter draught blew into the overheated 
car, and through the moonlit trees outside, standing with their 
lower trunks submerged, I could hear the first winds of winter 
whistling down from the desert. It seemed grimly appropriate that 
I should be here for my last night in China, since it was here, also 
by moonlight, that I had arrived. That was a very different 
journey, in a different year. 


When I landed in January, 1936, 1 was a tourist expecting to spend 
tv o or three weeks in China as the first step in a trip around the 
world. From the point of view of a tourist, that arrival was very 
satisfactory because in the shallows off Tangku the small steamer I 
was travelling on tangled in an ice-floe, then grounded on a sand-bar. 

he trip ashore and then inland, hurried and quite out of schedule, 
gave the country an air of strangeness it could hardly have had under 
ordinary circumstances. 


At dusk we passengers had been put off die listing ship on to an 
a , * u £> atw ^ as it grew dark we were ferried slowly towards 
l " miles of fog-covered floes. The scarred moon was 

ginning to show through the mist when the ice-breaker crawled 

march htid T" “"J at a torchlit P icr on the edge of a 

ShTt fl nC ? kCt - d COr P se of a milway station. Here the 

Inlr f AsiatlC ni £ ht crystallized in a horde of giant 
SfSS.IS"* u atS “a barbaric fur hat s. There was a sale 
^ 35 the y loaded themselves like 

!"■ interior of ,l,c train a 

the battered benches sat a crowd etc t0 brass cuspidors, but on 
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violently unfamiliar contours in their round, bland faces. In the 
aisles were piled mountains of boxes, baskets, bedding, clocks, potted 
plants, washbowls, fireworks, and musical instruments. Through all 
the trip up to Peking the train was a cheerful bedlam ; in one 
compartment some soldiers were gambling, in another two elderly 
men compared the virtues of the larks they carried with them in 
wicker cages, in a third a fat little mother was suckling two of her 
younger children, at the same time trying to stop a fight between 
two of the older ones. There was constant movement among the 
seats and up and down the aisles attendants scurried with tea and 
hot towels. 

Beyond Tientsin the moon freed itself from the mist and in its 
grey light the train fled across the frozen plain. At intervals it 
stopped in illuminated stations where the multitudes flowed on and 
off the cars clutching their fantastic luggage or bickered endlessly 
on the platforms with vendors of cigarettes, watermelon seeds, 
frozen persimmons, and the varnished carcasses of chickens and 
ducks. 

Suddenly, towards midnight, the dim western horizon jolted 
higher and nearer, and was nicked with crcnellations. The train 
veered over and for a moment ran parallel to the grey rampart, then 
turned and flashed through a gap in its masonry. With screeching 
brakes it coasted along beneath a taller wall and crossed before a 
colossally medieval city-gate ; it slowed and suddenly arrived in the 
long, iron Chien-Men Station of Peking. 

Under the arc-lights, white vapour billowed up in clouds from 
the heated train and emerged in thousands of tiny puffs from the 
chattering mouths of the dense crowd on-the platform. There were 
hundreds of blue-coated people milling about the station — laughing, 
shouting, gesticulating, quarrelling, eating. It was my first experi- 
ence of the ever-swarming hordes of a crowded country, and I 
thought there must be some special reason to bring so many people 
out at midnight, some crisis or celebration. I was very sleepy and 
' suffering somewhat from tourist nerves; when I found a rickshaw 
and rode out of the station yard, through a deep gate into the inner 
city, the abrupt silence of the walled streets excited me still more. 
There was no growl of automobiles nor clang of trolleys, nothing 
but the faint far-offbeat of bells and drums. It was my first experi- 
ence of an un-mcchanised metropolis, and I thought it an ominous 
hush, a sign of some trouble in the city. At the comers stood slit- 
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eyed soldiers muffled in huge fur coats and hats, arm cd 1 ik c '?_ a ° ^ _ 
with pistols and curving swords on which the mooting 6 , 

Down the centre of the empty street the rickshaw sped, no so 
the rapid pad-pad-pad of the coolie’s slippered feet. 


The hotel 1 went to was in the Legation Quarter, and next m 
ing 1 left it early, riding past the ornate entranceways of the 1x1 j 
sics, past the wizened facades of the European shops, ban ' > 
churches, finally through a small iron gate and out into the C 
city. The wide avenue beyond the walls stretched straight into 
distance between lines of irregular Asiatic buildings, bald an^ 
pallid under the icy peacock sky. Before thcsliops, swarms of brow ^ 
faced people were moving, some dressed in black, but most in i ' v ' 
blue. Down the centre of the thoroughfare came a small scar c 
lacquer coach, drawn by hairy Mongol ponies and driven by * 
swarthy groom in a giant fur hat ; past it plunged a ramshack c 
automobile, honking vociferously, its tonneau jammed full of la 
men in uniform. Along the gutter stood a line of tufted camels an 
around their legs charged dozens of huge black swine, grunting 
terociously at the cracking of their herders’ long whip. Through the 
tangle a fleet ofrickshaws shimmed, like peripatetic tclcphoncbooths 
with their tall winter hoods of quilted black felt. Behind them 
came three open ones, and in these sat three young girls who, to 
protect themselves from die dust as they rode, had thrown long 
chiffon veils over their heads and so turned their faces into floating 
masks, as the wind sculptured the cloth over their small features and 
billowed it gracefully in the air behind them. For all I had actually 


seen the night before, my arrival could have been a blindfolded one, 
and it was a shock and a delight to be plunged so abruptly into an- 
other world, one which seemed doubly strange after a blank month 
on the Pacific. 

For at least four hours I was able to take satisfaction in the 
novelty of what I saw, but even as I rode back to the hotel for my 
first lunch, I had to admit to myself that, once arrived at this interest- 
ing place, as a tourist I had nothing to do but walk or ride about and 
look at it. This sterile prospect was not one I had reckoned with in 
my warm imaginings of the difficulties of Oriental travel. 

For several days the weather remained clear and sunny, but it 
turned abominably cold. Arming myself against it, I left the hotel 
every morning and set out to see what I should see, riding endlessly 



ROUND-TRIP 


IS 

-■W : '"'.r ; V : ‘7 _ 

v «l e , great red ceremonial barriers down the centre of the city, 
the grey walls which lines all streets outside 
districts and shut every residence off from public 
view. From those days of formal sight-seeing I now remember 
opljf/detaiis : the touchy camel encountered on the way to the 
Lama jTeniple,. which spat condescendingly on the back of my hat 
cut across too close under its nose ; the gentle old 
^y^ ?.'^'|iO-|:ltU'iced on the sunny side of the great dagoba in the 
j^ ? aia^°n the spot recommended to tourists as the best from 
the Forbidden City, and benignly vended porno- 
'.^Rhid'pnotographs ; the loud convention of ravens croaking and 
sfcipping idiotically about on the marble platform of the Imperial 
•^Jtar offHcavcn ; the durable Englishwoman sent off by the hotel 
doormah in the same car with me to inspect the city from Coal Hill. 
^ Wgh pavilion-crested mound was shaped like a breaking wave, 
sloping flanks and nearly vertical face. When we reached its 
^closiir^the daughter of Albion took the lead, and without a word 
® moment’s hesitation began marching up the steep pathless slope 
dtrectly^befbre the front gate. When we reached the top, panting, 
^fe'.iofn by the thorns we had struggled through, she was not 
.^^Xdiagrined to discover stone staircases leading easily to the 
summit from both sides, staircases covered at that moment with 

amused Chinese. 

i' v'^i. lKat season the hotel was empty except for a dozen permanent 
residents and perhaps half as many travellers, and I ate all my meals 
^'ffli^magnificence at a large table among dozens of other large 
tableSj Xjgaj.jy all empty — a glacier of virgin table-linen. Along the 
?mmg-room walls stood a ridiculous number of liveried Chinese 
one corner huddled the members of a Russian string quartette, 
their .pale moustaches as they sawed out the lugubriously 
am ty .music heard in hotel dining-rooms all over the world. Noon 
Plshlj the meal included a platter of small birds like snipe, long- 
fj^and long-billed, which, in accord with some Oriental idea 
been manipulated before cooking so that all lay with 
around and their bills plunged through their 
?^??. s I*?machs in an attitude which gave them that appearance of 
suicid^.jj^'v:.’' V 

:“'}I^;!^^|.f9rriinate' that during these first days the train of circum- 
?-^SF.^whichiwas :to' alldw'me to settle in Peking and leam the city 
jot^sfing j^ays. was in motion. I had arrived with one 
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letter of introduction, and when I presented it, it proved the first 
link in a chain of hospitality which within four days had introduced 
me to two Americans who suggested that I leave the hotel and move 
in with them, in their small Chinese house. I had already keen 
appalled at die prospect of the world tour I’d contrived for myself, 
a journey which was just then beginning to appear in its true 
nature as a barren succession of trips on boats and trains and other 
public carriers, punctuated by stays in monotonous hotels. Finding 
the opportunity' to break out of this routine and being immensely 
attracted by what I’d seen of Peking outside the hotel and the 
labelled sights, I decided to stay in the city for several weeks, perhaps 
until spring. Just a week after arriving in China, I settled in. 
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THE CITY ENCLOSED 

To make a long story short, it was six months before I left Peking. 
Without ever really deciding to do so, coming to it only by not 
deciding not to'do so, I stayed from Januaiy until June. 

China is such a country that even if I’d known I wanted to, I 
don’t think I could have gone into it directly on arrival and travelled 
with any degree of comfort or success ; those months in Peking at 
least prepared me for subsequent journeys. I learned a smattering 
of the language, customs, and methods. I began to feel at home in 
the country, and that gave me a necessary degree of confidence. Also 
I was able to become physically adapted to the country very gradu- 
ally ; by working into the native way of life slowly, I could build up 
some resistance to the complaints which frequently trouble the 
Asiatic traveller and owing chiefly to this, I think, I was never ill in 
all my time in China. 

Nevertheless, as it was brought about by nothing more rational 
than continued procrastination, that first long sojourn was a foolish 
time. Thinking always that I should be off again in two weeks or 
perhaps a month, I took no formal lessons in Chinese, and, as it 
proved, they would have been of tremendous help later. Ostensibly 
I had come to Asia to paint, but I made no pictures except a few 
scrawlings which I destroyed before I left ; I explained to myself 
that Peking was too full of ready-made picturesqueness (red walls 
and golden tiles, moon-gates and gnarly pines), and actually it was 
months before any part of the Chinese scene became familiar enough 
to attract me. Of course the real reason for my inactivity was the 
same one which caused me to stay on and on — that was the extra- 
ordinary pleasantness of life in Peking, which moved with so grace- 
ful a languor that doing nothing nicely as an occupation seemed not 
at all unreal. 

When I first arrived, the people with whom I went to live were 
staying in a tiny but very comfortable middle-class Chinese house. 
Within a month, however, we had the opportunity of renting an 
nnmense place of four courtyards inside the former palace of one 
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of the cousins of the last Emperor ; it was available to foreigners at 
a very low rate because its Chinese landlord had recently learn 
that a Japanese syndicate hoped to take it and establish a combin 
girl- and dope-shop in it. In March we moved here and thereafter 
began living like tipsy mandarins. In Peking the proprieties ia 
stiffened almost into a legal codc'through the dozens of centuries, 
and apparently they prescribed that any such move as we had roa c 
must entail a change in our entire scale of living. Our servants 
almost automatically increased from two to six and they and their 
children and cousins and brothers, who lived with them in the 
outer court, kept us busy enough Just being attended to, 

Purthermore, over the long period when it was the capital, 
Peking had become an unparalleled accumulation of objects and 
customs designed for the delectation of its inhabitants ; once 
started, this machinery steadily went on showering its benefits. 

Our three inner courts and the giant living-room with its 
painted rafters — the former throne-room — were kept decorated 
with potted flowers and bushes, and as soon as these withered, they 
were changed by a genii-like gardener who appeared twice a week ■ 
with a supply of fresh plants. To shop for pictures or silks or 
curiosities, or simply to consider some, it was only necessary for us to 
send for a shopkeeper who would then come and strew his goods 
profusely over our rugs. For entertainment on an idle evening, we 
needed only to send for one of the musicians or story-tellers who 
wandered in the streets. Whenever there were drinks, we had slices 
of dried lotus-root instead of pretzels or peanuts, and of them we 
naturally ate quantities lest the whole mirage vanish. It was a 
pleasant and ridiculous life, and had nothing whatsoever to do with 
China. 

When I thought of it, it seemed particularly absurd for me, since 
I’d left America with just two thousand dollars to reach the Orient, 
to see and do what I could, and return. Still, when I thought that 
with the favourable exchange then prevailing I could maintain 
myself in such Oriental luxury for as little as sixty dollars a month, 
1 considered it a bargain. A year later, when I had travelled in the 
provinces and become accustomed to living on thirty a month, I 
regretted this comparatively expensive period, but half a year after 
that, when I had seen Peking fall and its easy days end for ever, it 
seemed a lucky investment to have enjoyed the life of the city before 
« became a shell. 
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was established behind one set of Peking’s secret grey 
s ) egan to find my way behind a good many others and at the 
me time I became familiar with the pattern of the huge Imperial 
ramparts which divide and enclose the city’s various parts ; I soon 
fi^Vn t ^ at t ^ lese . barriers which had blocked me so during my 
rs ays as a tourist were the most important factor in the unique 
c aracter of Peking. Though the Emperor’s Forbidden City was 
pty and the gigantic avenues radiating from it had been shorn of 
eir sacred significance, Peking’s shape was still regulated by the 
penal diagram, and even in small details its structure, both of 
Jo m S s an d customs, was largely in accord with the old plan. To 
ccidental like myself, recently arrived from a country where a 
mechanical civilization has slapped together the most confused 
cities of history, this carefully plotted and constructed capital of an 
organic civilization was something to marvel at, analogous only to 
me mathematic structures of bees or ants. 

Like every proper house, tomb, temple, village, and town in 
. Peking was originally located and planned in accordance 
V, it‘i rules of Feng-Shui, or geomancy, that ancient science or 
superstition governing the selection of auspicious locations, 
through the centuries the lore of Feng-Shui has accumulated as 
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many prejudices and blind formulae as place, but 

of a sparrow deciding between two crotches _ almost always 

like the instinct of tlie sparrow, Feng-Shui * -phe Feng- 

resulted in die choice of a superbly suitab e , 0 f modem 

Shui architects of Yung Lo, fifteenth-century 0 protection 

Peking, wished to place the city where it wou cty J corrugated 
of the five dragons — the subterranean dragon s ^{hbound 
back is seen in the crests of hills and mountains, ^ 0 f rivers, 
dragon whose twisting tail is seen in the winding co ^ 0 dy is 
the restless, invisible wind dragon, the rain dragon through 
made of clouds, the celestial dragon who stares at the pdfing ° n 
the burning disc of the sun. In consequence they 1°® ^ n0 rth 

a plain guarded from die winter winds by mountains ^ jn 

and west, irrigated by the waters of a stream whic , m year by 
miraculous quantities at the Jade Fountain, and temper 
wonderfully clear and balanced weather. northern 

Feng-Shui also prescribed that cities must stand at the coin e 
ends of plains ; the successive invasions of China have aiw y ^ 
from the north and cities so situated can best defend the tar 
which feed them. Peking had the logical site for a capital, si ^ 
stood at the northern apex of the Great Plain of China. ' 
stretched south from there for hundreds of miles, embracing 
lower valleys of the Yellow and the Yangtze Rivers, the his o 
home of the race. 

Its location mystically established, the plan of Peking '' 3 
arranged with die same regard for the occult. Laid out in the day 
of absolute empire, it was naturally planned less as a city in 0 
sense of the word than as a home for one man, the Emperor, 
great Son of Heaven. Its walls were carefully aligned with tli e 
outer directions, north, south, east and west, and in Peking, where 
the Emperor sat, the fifth or central direction took on a meaning lt 


could have in no other place. 

South of the main city was laid out a walled suburb, for the 
artisans and merchants ; then in the centre of the main city were 
erected the walls of an Imperial city for officials and the Emperor’s 
servants. In the centre of the Imperial city the moat-encircled walls 
of a Forbidden City were planned ; in this gigantic palace only die 
Imperial Household could live. And in the centre of a hall in die 
centre of the Forbidden City was placed the Dragon Throne where 
only the Son of Heaven could sit. 
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Straight south from the throne-room stretched an avenue to tin,, 
u er gate m the farthest wall. Wherever it passed through one of 
the concentric walls there were five great gates, one for each of thf 
five ranks in the Central Kingdom. Where it crosced n i , ™ e 
were five marble bridges. Where it descended an incline' aL wr^ 
five carved staircases. Straight south from the thmne £ d f a Z Zut 
causeway reserved solely for the Emperor led down the centreLf 5 ! 

wide avenue The central gates, the central bridges XcLtS? 
stairs, were for his use alone. ° ’ central 

Around the Emperor as a nucleus the city was disposed 
fabric in which the five elements, the five colours, the fiveranks and 
the five nations were arranged in their proper tributary nosh’ 
though of course the first categories of many of these ckssmc ;i r° nS ’ 
were coitred right on the Dragon Throne ; it prSSmS Z 

Imnp 3 f' reCtl0n ; thC C ° l0Ur ydIoW > which was forbidden fo/non 
Imperial use, and so on. Since the Son of Heaven was the kernel r 

&e aty s diagram, Peking was furthermore felt to be the Litre of 
all things, and every farthest object in the Empire, every creator/ 
every tree, every pebble, contributed to the centripetal ’ 
radiating out from the city. ^ Pattern 

This setting for one man’s apotheosis had survived • 

intact and during those first months in China I never failed to 1^ 
moved when Urn orbit of my trivial doings impingrf Jpo„ “ £ 
the grand axes. Bundling across town in a rickshaw 
found myself being drawn down the marble causew^, 
sacerdotal archways and across the consecrated bridges E^n to an 
Occidental, an outlander whose remote country had no part in itc 
plan, this spine of the city was impressive as the central nerve of nn 
arranged universe. It was not hard to realize what a place of awe rlw 
concentric ernes must have been to the old Chinese, steeped i n the 
mystic classifications. As for the Emperor himself, however the 
hub of the great wheel, the peak of the pyramid, the navel of all 
creation-even riding down his sacred causeway I could never jmsn 
what he must have felt. It was appalling to think that every^ime 
he ascended the Dragon Throne he was conscious that all the world 
lay about him, in relation to him. Still he spent a good deal of ri™ 
on and the fifth direction conld hardly ifave InJTa SS 
seat Dressed m heavy brocaded robes of yellow, the colour he alone 
could wear he perhaps spent a good part of his mental enertrv 
calculating how he could scratch without being noticed. 
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Since the downfall of the Empire in 1912, Peking had slipped 
from its Imperial austerity, and knowing it only in the last days of 
its relaxed period, it was hard for me to imagine its ever having been 
so thoroughly dedicated to inhuman, though impressive, ritual. In 
1936 a spirit of comfortable slackness seemed the essential part of the 
city’s character. Built as a hieratic setting for one man, it had be- 
come a delightful home of many. The ceremonial quarters were still 
intact, but their consecrated, forbidding aspect had gone. The Purple 
City itself was a public museum ; the Lake Palaces Were parks full 
of popular restaurants and tea-houses. The Imperial avenues, once 
nobly empty except for the banners of tributary processions, had 
been lined with trees and opened to traffic. Under the Empire an 
ordinary citizen who wanted to go from one side of the city to the 
other had had to spend an entire day trudging around outside the 
walls ; more recently trolleys full of die same citizens clanged 
through the marble courtyards of the Emperor. The bridges and 
passages once dedicated to the use of the Son of Heaven were open to 



all comers and over his own great gate was a clock which democrat- 
ically told time to all. 

Though the Imperial barriers were thus deprived of their most 
special meaning, they still contributed to Peking’s unique character 
as a city of walls. Inside the massive crcnellations of its outer forti- 
fications the city was covered with a myriad network of smaller 
ones— first the walls of the inner cities ; then the walls of the 
Imperial palaces and their subsidiary avenues and plazas ; finally 
the walls of the individual residences which filled every space and 
art the entire flat area of the city into thousands and thousands of 
courtyards and squares. Prom an elevation, this city surrounded by 
benignant dragons had the appearance of a giant open honeycomb, 
and in its countless recesses was secreted the special atmosphere 
which made it what it was— an aura of calm or inertia, which, 
like a gas, was best retained in the most sheltered spots, a static 
atmospljere in which the, breath of action died and the good life 
wasvegetable. : 
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Until the city overwhelmed me and made such activity seem 
superfluous, 1 frequently went outside the walls to walk or bicycle 
through the near-by countryside, usually towards the hills in the 
west. I rode along willow-bordered canals, through glistening 
brown fields and into dusty, sun-baked villages where the dogs 
barked and children fled at sight of a white face, but when I thought 
I was getting beyond Peking’s urbane and favoured sphere I was 
deluding myself. Obtruding on every rural scene were the sophis- 
ticated little villas and tombs of the wealthy Pekinese, also jewelled 
pagodas and dagobas and carved marble turtles which dated from 
the days when half the plain was walled and decorated to make a 
Summer Palace for the Emperor. Moreover, the high blue hills 
which bounded the plain on the west and north— the undulating 
body of the subterranean dragon — seemed to form the outermost of 
Peking’s walls and make this sheltered countryside almost a part of 
the city. All the plain breathed an air of elegance and tranquillity; 
bandits could roam in the hills which bordered it or floods ravage 
the plains below it, but it seemed impossible that any-sort of catas- 
trophe could touch it. 

Perhaps there never has been another locality so perfectly 
constructed for man’s pleasure. Originally endowed with a balanced 
proportion of mountains and flat lands, it had, through the many 
centuries when it was the capital of the Eastern world, been continu- 
ally groomed arid improved by the addition of whatever it naturally 
lacked. Artificial lakes and hills had been contrived in suitable places 
and the whole scene had been architecturally upholstered with count- 
less temples, pavilions, and ornamented archways. Even the massive 
line ofthe Western Hills had been humanized and brought into scale 
by a pagoda strategically placed on one of them ; to an extraordinary 
extent this whole landscape gave the effect of a tastefully-furnished 
room. 

It was hardly fitting that the natural change of seasons should 
intrude on such a district, and on my progressively more infrequent 
jaunts beyond the walls, I was half surprised to find the country 
nevertheless inexorably slipping from winter to summer. 

Despite the harsh weather it was in winter that it seemed most 
particularly a landscape under glass, sealed under the huge bdl of 
a clear blue sky. In January powdery snows fell, silhouetting the 
dark willows and emphasising the strangeness of the curving roofs. 

ebruary was dry and bright ; no life stirred in the country except 
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for the ravens which hopped about on the dun-coloured ground or 
clattered among the branches of the frozen trees. March was a 
windy but negative month when for days at a time the sky went 
yellow and the air was full of silently dropping dust. 

In April the coarser strains of life began moving, even in this 
garden valley. Early in the month was celebrated the festival of 
“The Stirring of the Creatures,” after which one might expect to 
find bugs. I was more struck by the uncelebrated stirring of the 
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odours, for as the ground softened, rich stinks and strange fragrances 
floated up in the warming air. The earth reasserted its rule, and 
every field was full of toiling men and animals ; already beginning 
to sweat in the early sunlight, they drew water, ploughed, and 
planted. In May the earth began to make its returns ; first the fruit 
trees exploded into showers of pink and white blooms, then in a 
week or ten. days the whole countryside was in full leaf. As rapidly 
came the heat, tropical and humid. By June the greenery had 
grown in a way unknown to the temperate zone in the West and 
Peking’s Happy Valley was a fecund jungle. 

In the country outside, spring could follow winter and summer 
follow spring, Nature could unbutton as far as she liked; but inside 
the walls the changes were hardly recognized. The courtyards of 
Peking had been warmed«by the winter’s sun and when the weather 
grew hotter there was shade to cool them. Exuberant representa- 
tives of the vegetable world were allowed inside their ordered 
precinrts only when properly potted; from inside, the carnival of the 
bursting year could be seen only in miniature, as through the 
wrong end of a telescope. 

Later I came to realize that nothing could really disturb the 
tranquillity, the divine monotony, of Peking’s courtyards and the 
life they contained. Each one was a unit of complete privacy, a law 
unto itself, and nothing that happened beyond its limits could really 
affect it. 

Two of the courtyards of the house in which I lived were typical 
of these enclosures; the other two were out of the usual since the 
house had been built as a semi-royal palace — the outer court 
was long and narrow as a setting for ceremonial entries and the 
small court immediately behind the former throne-room was an 
ornamental enclosure with red walls cut by windows in the 

shape of gourds, fans, and vases, roofed over by a thick arbour of 
wistaria. 


Like all proper houses, ours was built in accord with the rules of 
Feng-Shut. The great gate opened on the street to the south and 
S )^ ai Tj t ™ '* ne behind it lay the rectangular courtyards, each one 
aligned with the points of the compass. In each of the two courts 
around which .the living quarters were disposed, the main house 
w ;°j ° n 1 e nort h side, with its court wall a mass of paper-paned 

maxirmfm at f "v 'L 0 ' 1 . 1 * 1 *° r a max ' mum °f sun in winter and a 
maximum of shade m summer. There were smaller houses to the 
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Wlth , [ he . ir endows also facing in, but the south side 
gate in itTcentnf WaU with m arcade runnin g across it and a 

Such a court was a home which fitted man as comfortably as the 
cocoon fits the caterpillar or the shell the snail. Though it was a 
square of perfect living space in all except the coldest months, I think 
iate spring and early summer saw it at its best. When the fine 
weather came, its walls seemed to change their significance; they 
ere no onger the outer walls of the houses, but became the inner 
a s ot the court, and then the courtyard existed simply as a cube 
ol the marvellously liquid North China air. The floor of the cube 
vas a neatly swept stretch of hard-beaten earth, dappled with the 
tremblmg shade of leaves. Its sides were the cool grey walls of the 
uildmgs, varied by the red-apd-white patterns of the latticed 
windows. It was garnished by rows of potted flowers and shrubs, 
and Irom the green branches of the trees and flowering vines, Which 
hung adoat i n Its aerial solidity, cages of singing birds were 

After a while it seemed to me that the Peking courtyard was not 
only an architectural contrivance ; it was also a state of mind, a 
private world to be shaped as its owner inclined. Fancies which could 
not survive in the open thrived in its recesses ; indeed, its complete 
iso ation made such invention not only possible but almost inevit- 


. * suppose the idea which most persistently materialized behind 

1 f S WaS tdlat t ^ le fabulous fragile China of legend, the China 
° Ju*' Sa £ cs ’ and ver milion pavilions, that faraway azure land 
which has really existed only on blue plates. In the West this 
e estla l Never-Never Land has been an enchanting shadow to 
mimy generations, and in the East it has been the haven which 
ynasties of poets, artists, potentates, and prophets have struggled to 
construct. Never were they able to realize it completely, and seated 

in a Peking courtyard I think one could come as close to it as any of 
them. 


The quiet walls proj ected the charm of a dead time and the slight 
reeze spoke comfortably of remote joys. The trees and flowers 
■would murmur and overhead a flock of doves with whistles on their 
ta ' s would circle, making a soothing, moaning sound. It could be 
on y a matter of moments before a pink phoenix joined the doves, 
an a mild-eyed unicorn, so sympathetic that it never stepped on 
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living grass, advanced into tie court bearing in its mouth a jade 

tablet carved with or some other word of auspicious 

meaning. 

evidence nf^w £ . arr '. ve ^.’ * ^ as inclined to deplore the sporadic 

shop-fronts offi^fhnM 011 ain0ng Pekin S’ s walls-the few 
P- , ffices, hotels, residences, and banks which might have 
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ten in any Occidental city ; but after I’d settled in, I recognized 
lem as products of the most interesting part of Peking accessible to 
me ' That was its foreign colony. 

assing through the alleys of Peking, which were completely of 
ie medieval Orient, it was extraordinary to glimpse these foreign 
u ! “ ln gs over the tiled walls of their compounds or through the 
* ; aa l u cr portals of their Chinese gate-houses. Particularly in the 
1X110155 ncar the Legation Quarter, the attractive grey uniformin' of 
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Chinese architecture was sprinkled with plain-faced American 
houses, neat fat German ones, fancy French ones, and fantastically 
Gothic Russian ones of. brick and cast-iron ; random recollections of 
Odessa, Dijon, Dresden, or Buffalo. To an American the American 
houses naturally provided the greatest shock, being islands of the 
completely familiar in a sea of strangeness. In the big mission and 
hospital compounds there were whole rows of exact American 
frame houses, complete with window-boxes and near-colonial door- 
ways. In some compounds there were even cement side-walks and 
lawns of imported grass, and beside their walls the fantastic clangour 
of Chinese street-life was tempered by the supremely homely sounds 
of lawnmowers and roller skates. 

And just as their ordinary houses became strange on a Chinese 
street, so the Occidental residents of Peking had their peculiarities 
accentuated by an exotic background. The environment pointed up 
characteristics which might have been camouflaged by more accus- 
tomed surroundings, and in cases where there were no personal 
idiosyncrasies it emphasised the national ones to the point of carica- 
ture. At the same time Peking’s special atmosphere tended to 
cultivate foibles which no setting could have camouflaged, and 
since many Peking folk had been on the odd side before arriving in 
the city, its foreign colony was the soil for a truly remarkable 
flowering of eccentricity. 

Through all that first half-year in China my interest was 
directed more towards the exploration of this group than it was 
towards learning of the country it lived on. The non-missionary 
foreign community in Peking numbered little more than a thousand, 
and as in any small town, a new face was eagerly seized upon; after 
the American system of social herding which segregates into 
separate groups those of the same ages, interests, and bank accounts, 
it was exhilarating to investigate this community which numbered 
in close association people of all ages and nationalities, nearly every 
occupation and several sexes. Though some bemoaned the gay days 
before the Government moved south to Nanking, the city was still 
the home, temporary or permanent, of a rare collection of diplomats, 
scholars, journalists, artists, fragments of defunct European and 
Asiatic aristocracies, travdling celebrities and celebrated travellers, 
semi-missionaries and ex-missionaries, curio-dealers, adventurers, 
and so on. 

Isolated at the far end of the orient, their society made a concen- 
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trated and rather feverishly-coloured miniature of the Western world 
with all its phobias, desires, ambitions, and fallacies. Entertaining 
was cheap — vodka ten cents a bottle, flowers a penny a bush— and at 
endless lunches, dinners, picnics, and cocktail parties the Peking 
foreigners met to rub together their prejudices and peculiarities and 
exchange fantastic information about their neighbours. In the red- 
walled hothouse gloom of their elaborate homes in renovated 
temples or palaces, in the smoky European ballrooms and bars of 
the two big hotels, or, on hot evenings, at the favoured picnic 
places in the Imperial parks or the Western Hills, Peking gossip grew 
and flourished like some musky jungle flower. 

. . . Nobody noticed what she was doing until she stood up to 
step out of her dress, but of course the place was thrown in an uproar 
- when the other garments began to go. Someone ran up with a table- 
cloth, but she was too quick, and in the end they had to turn out the 
lights while they persuaded her to get into the elevator. 

. . . The Frenchwoman was describing her trip out on an 
Italian boat and the typhoon they ran into just off Shanghai. With 
effective gestures she was showing how the boat would slide tip one 
wave, then crash down into another, when our mutual friend began 
jouncing about in his seat. u I know, I know,” he futed; “ British 
boats do just the same thing /” 

. . . They should have known better than to take those Mongols 
to the dance, even though one was a Prince and the other a Grand 
Lama. His Highness was immediately fascinated by a girl in a 
green dress, and no matter whom she was dancing with, he followed 
her around the floor, breathing down her neck like Harpo Marx. His 
Holiness fortunately remained at the table, but he was impressed 
with the possibilities of the ballroom as a prayer-hall, and when 
the music stopped he began bellowing a lama chant to try the 
acoustics. 

. . . After the time he had in New Guinea you'd think he'd be 
numb, but every time a waiter came through the kitchen door a fat 
puff of black smoke came , too, and flnally he said, “ Ho you mind if 
we change our table ? I simply can't stand the smell of burning meat 
ever since my wife was eaten.” 

. . . She should have expected it, but when everybody did leave 
early, she was so exasperated that she took her pistol and shot out all 
her living-room windows. 
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But, though a good many Occidentals of violent character had 
been attracted to the privacy offered by Peking’s many walls and 
the attitude of its Chinese residents who assumed that all oudanders 
were naturally outlandish, the prevalent tone of the foreign colony 
was not particularly' flamboyant. Eccentricity is demanding work, 
and the easy-going air of the city which had captured these folk soon 
made them feel that activity of any sort was not to be encouraged. 
As their time in Peking lengthened, they sat more continuously in 
their flower-decked courts behind the high grey walls, listening to 
the whistling doves and contemplating the wisdom of the old 
proverb : 

In leisure hours the nails grow best , * 

And the hair grows luxuriant when the mind is at rest. 

The only foreigners who seemed to be insensible to the languors 
of Peking were the Japanese. All during the months of my first stay 
in the city, they were swarming down upon it in active hordes, 
putting up a show of great activity, perhaps already aware of the 
necessity of getting Peking before Peking got them. Though the 
city was still nominally under Chinese control, a real invasion was 
in full swing, and by most observers it was even then conceded that 
in event of a showdown this conquest would prove complete. Since 
the capture of Jehol in 1933, the Japanese frontier had advanced 
within less than a hundred miles of Peking and by means of the 
Hopei-Chahar demilitarized zone their sphere of influence stretched 
to the walls of the city; Tungchow, the Japanese-dominated capital 
of the zone, was only a few miles from the East Gate, and further- 
more, a fortified Japanese barracks overlooked the important railway 
junction at Fengtai, just south of Peking, controlling communica- 
tions with Central China and the coast. 

Two months before I arrived in China, Japan had suggested that 
the five North China provinces— Hopei, Chahar, Suiyuan, Shansi, 
and Shantung— break away from the central Government and 
become autonomous “as evidence of sincerity.” The suggestion was, 
of course, rejected, and as neither side was yet willing to fight about 
it, there the matter rested. What preparation tho Chinese were 
making for the trouble which must end this insecure peace was only 
too invisible in Peking, but the Japanese were taking advantage of 
the lull to consolidate their position in the city. 
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Both civilians and military were arriving in large numbers. The 
civilians, most of them engaged in the campaign of wholesale 
smuggling which was then flooding North China with untaxed 
Japanese goods, had taken as their quarter the East City, just inside 
the Hatamcn Gate, and this district was already overrun with them. 
There were ronins — professional rowdies of semi-military status 
m riding-breeches and turtle-neck sweaters; also little business men 
and commercial travellers in “klassy-kut,” Western-style suits, even 
tourists with lunch-baskets and miniature cameras. Almost every 
week saw the opening of a new Japanese drugstore, lunchstand, or 
beer-parlour on Hatamen Street. 

Though the Japanese authorities stubbornly claimed that their 
Embassy guard was not increasing, in certainly increasing numbers 
the Japanese soldiers also appeared on the streets. In groups of ten or 
twenty the duck-bottomed little empire-builders promenaded every 
day through the shopping districts, grinning like canary-fed cats. 
In increasing numbers they drilled in the open spaces around the 
Legations, marching and counter-marching with their officers 
posting before them like monkeys on the backs of the huge Russian 
horses they affected. 

More unpleasantly the out-of-town troops from Fengtai or 
Tungchow sometimes came in to demonstrate. In motor-cycles or 
tn j<*s they would smash through the traffic on the big streets, 
driving at an outrageous speed, and on one occasion they came in a 
body with a dozen or so tanks and proceeded insolently up the great 
central avenues to the gate of the Forbidden City, where they took 
souvenir snapshots of each other. 

Despite the lack of organized Chinese resistance, this state of 
affairs could not help but create tension. This was the period of 
incidents,” which broke out all over China wherever the two 
nations came in contact. Some “incidents,” of course, were tragic, 
culminating in the deaths of Japanese or Chinese, but more were 
comic, of the sort to be expected from die friction between a humor- - 
ous race and one with no sense of the ridiculous. 

There were “The Affair of the Pear Seeds,” “The Affair of the 
Apple Core,” and other skirmishes which started when Chinese 
found themselves unable to refrain from commenting with missiles 
on the sight of Japanese soldiers strutting through their streets. 
There was “The Affair of the Horse’s Rump” which occurred when 
die sight of a minute Japanese officer on his immense horse had been 

t.c.w. 
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too much for some Chinese passer-by. Perhaps unwisely, it was the 
horse he slapped. The Japanese military command made a formal 
protest, saying “an insult has been offered to a Japanese horse.” 

As these incidents were made the pretext for minor advances 
on die part of die Japanese, they went even farther out of their way 
to find them. In Tientsin occurred “The Incident of the Embroidered 
Umbrella” when three Chinese clerks in a drygoods store in die 
Tientsin Japanese Concession were arrested and charged with 
spreading anti-Japanese propaganda; their offence had been to sell a 
batch of shirts embroidered on their trademarks with a picture of a 
girl standing in the sun under an umbrella. The Rising Sun, 
explained the Japanese authorities, was a symbol of Japan. The 
umbrella deflected its rays. A picture of a person using an umbrella 
was a symbol of anti-Japanese activity, seditious and insincere to the 
ultimate degree. 


In Peking, in 1936, the sun of Japan’s destiny shone brightest at 
night. Oddly, the pre-war Japanese advance in all parts of China 
was most apparent in the fields of entertainment and vice, perhaps 
a proof that military adventurers are true racketeers at heart. 
Through their teams of Japanese and Korean ronins, who were given 
full protection by their soldiers, the Japanese army authorities in 
North China had embarked on a systematic programme of demoral- 
isation. Their weapons were opium and heroin from Manchuria, 
their bait the charms of the squat Korean girls who could be 
recruited for this work in such large numbers because their own 
country had for a generation been the victim of the same pro- 
gramme. The East City of Peking was honeycombed with their 
dives, quite openly operated; in some free heroin was even dis- 
tributed to coolie passers-by to make new customers — once the habit 
had been started, it could not be stopped without prohibitively expen- 
sive treatment. 


Besides these establishments exclusively for Chinese, Japan’s 
midnight sun smiled on a growing number of restaurants, dance- 
halls, and brothels for the Japanese themselves. They were the best 
gauge of the growth of Peking’s Japanese colony and they mul- 
tiplied like flies in May. Incongruously built into many Chinese 
houses of the Hatamen district were Japanese restaurants, complete 
with paper screens, sliding doors, and matted floors. Strung along 
Hatamen Street were cafes in frontier imitation of Tokyo hot-spots 
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—they had fake cherry trees nailed to their walls and ceilings and 
phonographs which bellowed lugubrious Japanese jazz; for dancing 
partners there were bedraggled geishas with metal teeth or pigeon- 
toed mogos (modem girls) in deco Heroes dresses and tortoise-rimmed 
spectacles. Down the dark alleys to the east were little sex factories 
where the soldiers from the Japanese Embassy were marched in 
squads and at the shrill of a whistle were allowed to break ranks for 
a while. At the sound of another whistle they were ordered back 
into formation and marched back to the Embassy. 

Providing a semi-comic footnote to this dingy tale was the 
opening in May, 193d, of the White Palace, a Japanese-controlled 
night dub aiming to compete with the two homey but dull Russian 
cabarets which until then had constituted the only night life of 
Occidental Peking. The establishment was popularly known as the 
White Pca-Alace because it was advertised first like this: 

THE WHITE P 
ALACE 

A subsequent notice contained this plea: 

WANTED 

50 Dancing Girls 50 

WITH A GRACEFUL FIGURE AND AN ATTRACTIVE 
FEATURE 

Later advertisements promised drinks and girls of every national 
mixture, a foreign-style cooling system, and many more wonders. 
On the opening night the place was jammed. There were surprises 
for all. The foreign-style cooling system proved to be four buckets of 
ice, one in each comer of the dance-floor. The “graceful” girls'were 
mostly Koreans, black and stubby as chimpanzees. Swathed in 
showers of white tulle and orange blossoms, they sat in an uneasy 
line on elegant blue-velvet benches, scratching themselves and 
picking their noses; with a sublime sense of unfitness they all had 
been dressed as brides. 

To any one who has not known the Chinese, it may seem incred- 
ible that the Pekinese could sit by and placidly watch the preparations 
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for their own conquest. An explanation might be started with the 
statement that all Chinese are easy-going, that the North Chinese 
are more easy-going than others, and that the Pekinese are the most 
easy-going of North Chinese; certainly prolonged resistance to any- 
thing could find no place in the picture of the Celestial Never-Never 
Land. 

That would be an unkind and superficial explanation, however. 
The tendency to apathy on the subject of public affairs, for centuries 
very strong ’all over China, stems from a quality which has been at 
the same time the nation’s greatest strength and its greatest weak- 
ness. Down to the last man, woman, and child, ever)- one of the 
four hundred millions has learned to live as a convinced and prac- 
ticing individualist. In matters of war and public peril particularly, 
they have been loath to endanger their personal interests for the 



benefit of public ones. They have typically had a deep distrust of any 
concerted action, partly due to their natural hard-headedness, and 
partly perhaps to the former state of political chaos which made 
individual caution a prime necessity. 

An old proverb sums up the attitude nicely: 

He who learns to swim drowns. 

He who learns to shoot will be shot. 

When thoroughly aroused, their anger and determination can 
reach an hysterical pitch, but in the past they have been weak — I 
mean from the military point of view only — because their supply of 
individual sense soon reasserted itself and dispelled the hysteria. I 
was told that in icm. when the Tananese were fighting: their wav 
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through Jeh'ol to the Great Wall, the people of Peking were swept 
into a frenzy. Crowds congregated to voice their feelings,^ and 
individuals rushed into the streets, trembling and shouting, “The 
Japanese! The Japanese!” in almost epileptic seizures. In 19361 
though, when the Japanese troops were literally at the gates and tlieir 
agents were seeping continually into the city, there surely was hidden 
resentment, but on the surface all was indifference. Each man had 
resigned himself to the fact that he personally could do nothing. 


Nothing was done. 

If I were one to welcome a Japanese conquest of China, I should 
deplore their present activity. In their former policy of biting off 
small bits of territory at regular intervals, they made Chinese 
indifference their greatest weapon against China, and it seemed only 
a matter of time before they would be able to take over the whole 
country without very great trouble or expense. Now by forcing 
matters they have really stepped on the dragon’s tail and wakened it. 
The Chinese people have finally had to face the appalling possibilities 
which threaten them, and now it does look as if the country will be 


able to fight to the end of its very considerable resources. 

It will be a good thing for the Chinese as a nation if their indiffer- 
ence has really disappeared, but it will be a loss to the world at 
large. The old attitude could be called a sign of decadence, another 
indication that China was too old, but by the same standards all 
other forms of pacifism must be condemned as decadent. It may 
have been, the only really practical form of pacifism. Our own 
pacifist movements are essentially emotional— their advertising 
relies on the same appeals that military propaganda uses — and, as 
the last year has shown only too clearly, their adherents can be 
changed to belligerent jingoes without much difficulty. It is a dis- 
couraging possibility that true pacifism can only originate in this 
bald and perhaps ugly form of individual indifference, and con- 
sequently can’t be attained until a time when no movements are 
necessary to further it. 


I remember one incident in particular which seemed to sum up 
this whole strangely unresisted invasion. On an afternoon during 
the Chinese New Year I was riding down the street outside the 
Legations when I saw a large and happy crowd streaming out of one 
of the gates of the Forbidden City. My rickshaw boy ran over 
towards it and I saw that at its nucleus was a troop of Chinese 
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soldiers. Some of them blew horns and beat drums; some were on 
stilts; some were made up as clowns; some, dressed as women, were 
cavorting with exaggerated girlishness. My boy told me that every 
year on that day it had always been the custom for the soldiers to 
dress up and amuse the people. 

Just at that moment, in an appropriate and perfectly- timed 
entrance, a long line of Japanese army trucks came rolling down the 
other side of the street. They were covered with mud and dust and 
had obviously just struggled down the mountain road from the 
Manchukuan border. They were manned by grim, road-worn little 
Japanese and under their tarpaulins bulked ominous shapes. 

The Chinese soldiers went imperturbably on with their fun as the 
convoy rumbled past and turned in at the entrance of the Japanese 
Embassy. The laughing crowd hardly glanced at the trucks. They 
were used to them. 

Still, Peking has been conquered before, and each time the 
quality in the city which made it easy to take disposed of its con- 
querors in the end. The hardy Mongols ruled their transcontinental 
empire from the city and in only a few generations were forced to 
retreat to the steppes again, their spirits debilitated and their nation 
reduced to a shadow of its former power. The brave and clever 
rulers of the Ming Dynasty moved up from Central China to Peking 
and the last of the line faced the crisis which threatened to unseat 
him by hanging himself with a silken sash from a pine tree, after 
which the tree was thrown in chains as punishment for its participa- 
tion. The Manchus succeeded the Mings, and Peking brought that 
dynasty to a pass where the men of the family could not carry on 
after their grandmother, the Empress Dowager, died. 

Now that new invaders were lodging themselves in the city, one 
wondered how long it would be before the Japanese commander of 
Peking district startled the Tokyo War Office with a report begin- 
ning— 


The lotus are in bloom and yesterday for the fast time a butterfy 
with blue Wangs few into my pavilion. . . . 




3 

THE IRON TORTOISE 

When June came and the great heat clamped its moist hand down 
over Peking, the discomforts of the weather forced on me the 
conclusion that life in the city was making me lazy and fat. I knew 
I had had enough, but even though I still considered myself on the 
first stage of a trip around the world, I hated the thought of leaving 
China. I was diffident about travelling in the interior alone, and 
when I found an opportunity to go into Mongolia with a news-reel 
cameraman planning to make a short film of the country, I seized 
the chance with pleasure. 

The first step of our journey was an overnight trip up the Ping- 
Sui Railway, north through Nankow Pass and the Great Wall to 
Kalgan, south-west across the arid, mountain-walled plains of 
Chahar and Shansi, to Ta Tung, north again through another 
section of the Wall to Pingtichuan, and then west to the valley of the 
Yellow River and Kweihwa, capital of Chinese Suiyuan. We 
travelled first-class in an elegant compartment lined in green leather- 
ette, next to one occupied by a fat and splendiferous general return- 
ing to Suiyuan from a campaign against the Communists in Shansi; 
he was accompanied by a gaudily-uniformed bodyguard who spent 
almost all their time sleeping on the tables in the dining-car, their 
only duty being to stand at attention outside the w.c. when the 
general was occupied within. Though the five third-class cars were 
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packed to the baggage-racks, the second-class carriage was empty 
except for a party of Japanese commercial travellers, moustachioed 
little fellows in blue serge suits who scandalised the porters by walk- 
ing about their car in stockinged feet and confounded the peasant 
waiters in the diner by their ability to -write in legible ideographs the 
names of foods they could not describe in Chinese — literary Japanese, 
though spoken differently, is written like the Chinese, from which 
it is adapted. 

These drummers were warriors in Japan’s current commercial 
aggression which, as it was based on smuggled goods, had, but that 
summer of 1936, disrupted most of the foreign trade in North 
China. Of course, even then there were signs that this conquest was 
to be supplemented by a more formal one. During the spring it 
had been persistently reported that Japanese troops from Man- 
chukuo were seeping into the Mongol provinces between China and 
the Russian border. Indeed, our journey to Kweihwa was due to 
this circumstance, for Japanese pressure at Peking had resulted in a 
ban on all foreign travel in Mongolia for the summer. The pass 
above Kalgan, which was the usual entrance to the plateau, was 
controlled by a band of Japanese-paid mercenaries and was definitely 
closed, but Kweihwa was as yet too far west to be involved, and in 
any case the country above it was too empty to be supervised. 

Twenty hours after leaving Peking, we arrived at Kweihwa in 
the midst of a minor sandstorm. The city was dramatically situated 
on a pink plain, surrounded by country as flat as a lake in all direc- 
tions except the north, where the line of brown and purple moun- 
tains marking the edge of the Mongol plateau stretched across the 
entire horizon. The range was regularly aligned and strangely flat 
along the top, like a great dam. Up the ridge nearest the city ran a 
white path, visible for many miles; this was the sheep trail down 
which for centuries the Mongols had driven their stock to China. 

Beyong the station ther poplar-shaded streets of Kweihwa were 
lined with bustling restaurants, tea-houses, groceries, caravanserais, 
factories, bath-houses, and shops. The Kweihwa hotel was an un- 
gainly grey structure set back in a dusty court in the centre of town ; 
it had originally been constructed as a movie theatre, but apparently 
it was built too large for the trade. Subsequently the balcony had 
been divided by partitions to form a hotel and the boxes walled off 
to make a restaurant. The pit was still used as a theatre, and when 
we reached it at dusk the building was a fantastic bedlam, with a 
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raucous talkie grinding away at its heart, parties gambling and 
drinking around its sides, and guests noisily washing and changing 
their clothes above. 

Though the territory around Kweihwa was originally Mongol 
grazing land and the city itself a Mongol encampment with the 
charming name of Koko Khoto — the Blue City — China’s expanding 
hordes long ago took its fertile valley, ploughed up the grazing 
lands, and built Kweihwa into a flourishing depot for the rich trade 
with Central Asia. The Mongols retreated beyond the mountains 
and in recent years only a few miserable Mongol landowners have 
remained on the plain to eke out an existence on what rent the 
Chinese choose to pay them. _ ** 

In the city, however, we found that visiting Mongols were still 
common. Hulking creatures with dark, wind-creased faces, dressed 
in soiled, multi-coloured robes, they stood out with a vividly exotic 
effect against the background of the neat blue-clad Chinese multi- 
tudes. Also in Kw'cihwa lived many Mongol princes from the 
surrounding mountains and deserts; silly, degenerate nobles reluct- 
ant to tear themselves from Kweihwa’s tepid fleshpots or from its 
dim but screeching cinema. In those days the princelings were living 
on the fat of the land, for though personally ineffectual, their 
influence among their subjects was still immense, and with an eye 
to the coming conflict both the Chinese and Japanese authorities 
were plying them with gifts. They accepted automobiles, cases of 
whisky, boxes of cigars, tea-sets, girls and gramophones from both 
sides and gave promises in return with complete impartiality. Now 
their game has been called, but then it was still one of the sights of 
the town to sec the opium-ridden young Prince of Dalat puttering 
up the street on a motor-bike, or the old Prince of Durbet driving 
crazily about in a shiny Ford. 

Before I left Suiyuan I was to have an audience with this second 
potentate. I was received in a room upholstered with rose-covered 
wallpaper and ornamented with expensive gifts from the various 
political factions. The Prince wore a fine uniform in the foreign 
manner, but his style was marred by the fact that his pants were 
entirely unbuttoned. I hoped to do a picture of him, but the astute 
monarch pointed out that he was so ugly that it was hardly worth 
while; it’s true that his face and hairless dome were unattractively 
scarred with syphilis. I learned later that this disease had blinded 
him to a point where his fondness for motoring was dangerous. Not 
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long beforfc he had mistaken a turning in the mountains and driven 
himself over a small precipice. His major-domo and several high 
lamas were with him in the car, but luckily they were all wedged 
in so tightly and so padded with medieval pomp that none of them 
could jostle about enough to get hurt; though the car was ruined, 
there were no injuries beyond minor bruises. 

On the next day old Durbet had proved that the blood of Genghis 
Khan was still hot in his veins. He went directly to the Swedish 
agency, bought a new car and drove it out himself, his myopic eyes 
glittering in triumph as the dim roadside whirled by with increasing 
speed. 

Sometimes the crowded main' street of Kweilnva was threaded 
by another limousine containing a round-laced fellow in Chinese 
uniform. This was General Fu Tso Yi, the governor of Suiyuan, by 
reputation as brave as a wolf and sly as a fox. I was told that when 
he took over the governorship of the province in 1931, a few years of 
unsuccessful crops had flooded it with bandits; Fu’s initial move was 
to enlist a large bandit-suppression corps, but the bandits were the 
first to join the corps, delighted at the chance to double their earn- 
ings by working as bandits at night and bandit-suppressors during 
the day. Since the number of double-dealers was at least equal to 
that of honest soldiers, Fu was unable to try any punishment for 
fear that the punished would revolt and overcome the punishers. 

Most of the opportunists had come from the plain between 
Kweihwa and Paotou, so at length Fu ordered the corps divided into 
nine volunteer companies, one for each of the nine stations on the 
railway line between the cities. He promised each bandit-suppressor 
a rifle, unlimited ammunition, and permission to work independ- 
ently on whatever suppression project he chose. 

Faced with this attractive prospect, all the bandits marched to 
the Kweihwa Station and embarked on the special train of nine cattle 
cars provided for them. The cars were locked and the train departed. 
The train crew had orders to proceed to Paotou, dropping one car at 
each station. Fu then wired ahead to the militia in the nine towns, 
ordering them to meet the train with machine guns and execute 
every man in the car which would be left at their station. 

All went off on schedule, and in this way were eliminated, in one 
afternoon, more than five hundred bandits as well as two merchants 
who had been trying to save train fare by sneaking rides on the 
military train. I was told that when the car in which one of these 



merchants was riding arrived at its destination, there was a slight 
delay during which the travelling man scented what was in the wind 
and began to protest his innocence. The captain of militia had 
previously been informed of the number to be in the car and saw that 
there really was an extra man; apparently it was a situation which 
appealed to his sense of the theatrical, for he declared that the 
youngest man in the car was the one to be released. The youngest 
was found to be a boy of about fifteen. He was freed, while the 
unhappy merchant paid for his ride with his life. 

The bodies of all these men were put on display at the several 
aS former bandit-suppressor had boarded the car 
going to the point nearest his home, they provided a compelling 



and personal object-lesson to the whole territory. Banditry ceased, 
and if it hadn’t been for the Japanese, Fa’s reign might have gone 
down in Suiyuan history as the years of Great Peace. 

Kweihwa was the farthest we could go by purchasing tickets and 
then doing what we were told. Discounting the train to Paotou 
there were no established means of travel beyond it except the camel 
caravans which departed for the oases of Turkestan. My companion 
had made arrangements with a Swedish resident of Kweihwa, a son 
of missionaries who had spent most of his life in China and was 
then making his living trading with the Mongols. He was to drive 
us up over the plateau and on out into the Gobi in his car, but 
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because of previous commitments, he could not go with us until h e 
had driven to Saratsi, a village sixty miles to the west, to fetch tour 
merino sheep of foreign stock for a client. This he reckoned to e a 
single day’s trip and as the country involved might be interesting 
and would certainly be new to us, we decided to go with him. As it 
proved, this was my baptism of fire in the matter of Chinese trave , 
in Peking I’d naturally pictured the Chinese traveller as smooth y 
progressing across crystal deserts and through sacred groves, alter 
nately tempted by dancing-girls and baffled by peripatetic sages. 

On a hot clear morning we left Kweihwa along the foot of t c 
mountains, following a road which rapidly degenerated from a 
gravelled highway to a boulder-strewn path. The country here was 
rocky and sandy, but extensive irrigation and the careful labour or 
the Chinese farmers had produced on it an illusion of richness. By 
the road thick green fields of corn, wheat, and beans waved in the 
sunny breezes, and at a respectable distance from Kweihwa there 
stretched white and mauve acres of opium poppies. Every few miles 
we threaded through little farm villages of flat-roofed adobe houses 
standing in groves of rustling poplars and at longer intervals we 
jolted down the crowded, stone-paved streets of country towns. This 
populous plain was a finger of arable land stretching along the north 
bank of the Yellow River between the Mongol deserts of the Ordos 
and the Gobi; it was originally the home of a tribe of Tungus Tar- 
tars, and its population is supposed to have been increased by captives 
the Mongols brought back with them from various parts of their 
huge empire. Whenever we stopped in either a village or town, the 
car was surrounded by a wall of curious faces and in many of the 
gaping visages it was easy to imagine a trace of Turkish, Hindu, 
Persian, or even Caucasian blood. Additional settlers had come 
from all parts of China when tire plain was opened to colonisation 
and mixed together here were types common to North, Central, and 
South China. Many of the country people, men and women, dressed 
in a curious costume like overalls worn backwards, which I later 
learned to be the historic costume of the Tungus Tartars; it was the 
only place I visited in all China where the women habitually left 
their breasts bare. 

Our road was rough and rutted, flooded in places by water from 
the irrigation ditches, and by mid-afternoon we were still miles 
from Saratsi. Driving was a dusty business, and when we passed a 
Belgian mission on the main street of one village, we stopped to ask 
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for glasses of cold boiled water. It proved easier to stop than to 
start again, however, for the two old Belgian fathers had been 
months without sight of other foreigners. Their hospitality knew 
no limits and it was a full twenty hours later when we finally 
managed to get away, still overcome with food and dazed by home- 
made brandy. 

We were unable to secure the sheep and get them properly 
installed in the back seat of the automobile, a rugged old open 
Dodge, until well into the middle of the second afternoon. As the 
road along the mountains had been dangerously rocky, we then 
decided to cut out into the plain towards the town of Tokto, on the 
Yellow River, whence a better road was said to lead to Kweihwa. 
At first this scheme seemed wise, for it took us along the bank of a 
canal, through lush green country dotted like a golf-course with 
groves. To the north were the jagged mountains of Mongolia and 
far to the south a pink line along the horizon marked the sand dunes 
of the Yellow River. The prospect was pleasant and even the sheep 
in the back of the car stopped fidgeting to stare tolerantly at all the 
new things. 

But soon, from a farmer with a harelip, whom we met riding a 
grey ass down the middle of the road, we learned that an important 
bridge ahead was down, and as it was already too late to go back 
to the mountains before dark, we headed off cross-country, steering 
by direction and taking whatever paths offered. Comparatively 
fresh from America and accustomed to pampered, nervous machines, 

I was surprised and rather shocked at the way the car could be 
spurred through places -where roads had never led. Wc zigzagged 
over sand}' fields, over fields inches deep in water, and over fields full 
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of crops, crashing through thickets, walls, streams, and groves. We 
asked directions, variously, from a jolly fat man walking by a brook 
carrying a grey songbird in a little varnished cage; a clean old 
woman with a dried-apple face who was riding in a wheelbarrow 
pushed by an idiot coolie, her bound feet dangling before her in tiny 
embroidered shoes; a hooting gang of young boys, naked as snakes, 
a proliferous farm family driving in a little wooden cart hung with 
a blue awning on which the character for Prosperity was worked in 
white; a mendicant Taoist magician with his long hair piled in a 
knot on his scalp and his greasy leather apron painted with mystic 
symbols. As the going became rougher, the sheep began lurching 
about the back seat, breathing heavily, their eyes rolling widely with 
surprise and suspicion. 

Soon we drove into territory where automobiles had never been 
seen before, though oddly enough aeroplanes were a familiar sight; 
that afternoon one of the semi-weekly scouting planes sent out from 
the Japanese outposts on the Mongol plateau droned high overhead. 
As the sound of our motor reached them, whole families of farmers 
would stop their work in the near-by fields, look wildly into the sky, 
then at the road, and rush shouting to intercept us. When we passed 
they would run alongside for a while with silent, intent faces, then 
drop back and begin shouting again. When we drove near a village, 
far ahead we could see the first curious idlers climbing on to the 
flat roofs to stand with their ears cupped, staring upwards for a 
sight of the plane. When finally one of them chanced to look lower 
and discovered the metal monster approaching with its belly drag- 
ging on the deeply-rutted trail, the commotion was always immense. 
Arms waving, the sentinels would summon the entire population 
of the village on to the roofs and there they would stand, men, 
women, and children, like a packed horde of excited chimneys until 
we had passed out of sight. 

Whenever we actually entered a village and stopped for directions, 
an immense blue crowd would collect and form an interested but 
cautious circle around the car, with the more timid individuals 
holding their noses to prevent demons from springing out of the 
foreign contraption and slipping up their nostrils. Gradually the 
circle would close in, but a toot from the horn or a growl from the 
engine could always send them scrambling backwards, yelling with 
terror and delight. Given time, all would start thumping and 
scraping at the machine to discover its nature and potentialities. 
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In one place they decided it was some sort of immature train; in 
another they thought it was made of turtles. The experts of one 
village concluded that the vehicle would be more useful if saddles 
were strapped'to its hood so more people could ride. One very old 
fellow with a red fan examined everything sagely, then tapped a 
mud-guard and said, “Isn’t it wonderful what things the jChinese] 
Republic has thought up.” 

As daylight faded, we blundered on from bad roads to worse ones 
and at dusk reached a settlement where our path was definitely cut 
by the small river whose bridgeless crossing we had been travelling 
cross-country to avoid. The muddy stream was nearly fifty feet wide, 
but by sending our Chinese mechanic wading, we found it was 
nowhere more than two feet deep. As we made preparations to 
cross, a crowd of hundreds collected on the sandy pink shores, 
chattering raucously about the unprecedented event. An old 
gentleman squatted on an upturned basket and undertook to describe 
our activities historically as they were actually happening. 

“Two ocean men (foreigners] removed garments and walked the 
river with bundles. One remained in the gas-wagon with four 
sheep. He was speaking loudly.” 

When the Swedc had finished promising money to a dozen rather 
unconvinced coolies if they would run into the river and push should 
the car show signs of sticking, he backed up the bank and then 
jounced down it again, his foot on the gas. The car ripped into the 
stream and miraculously sped across it without a hitch, two graceful 
wings of spray fanning out from the front wheels, four woolly 
heads hanging out of the tonneau uttering grunts of rage and 
mortification. 

Darkness found us stranded in a huge field which our headlights 
revealed to be full of blossoming opium poppies, waiting while the 
Chinese mechanic chased off after Information in the person of a 
fleeing farmer. But the fanner was disappearing with the speed 
which is possible only to men who have just looked into the eyes of a 
dragon. 

At the next little settlement our headlights caused still more 
consternation, for we could sec as wc approached that die citizens 
were taking their case in the cool fields outside the walls, gossiping, 
eating, playing handball, and so on. When they saw us coming’ 
they all ran in, slamming their town gates behind them. They 
mounted the walls to parley, but as they refused to be convinced that 
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we were harmless there was nothing for it but to jolt through die 
swamp around the walls and find the road again on the other si e. 

As the hot, moonless night closed in, our journey took on a 
tinge of nightmare, a lengthy hallucination punctuated by exasper- 
ated bleatings and the periodic attempts of our passengers to stam- 
pede in a space four feet .wide and three deep. We forded another 
river, were stuck several times and were lost many more, though, 
strictly speaking, I suppose we were lost all the time. Late in the 
evening the sheep quieted and made the unfortunate discovery that 
human sweat is salt and consequently equivalent to a sheep’s idea o 
something tasty; nuzzling their blunt faces into the front seat, they 
began eating our shirts. 

As the dark hours wore past, the dream took on a certain pattern. 
After every so many miles of road or non-road we would strike a 
scattered clay village where honking of horn, blinking of the head- 
lights, and persuasive words could bring the villagers out to ply 
us with misinformation. If pressed on the point, the clustering 
bumpkins would admit that they had never been more than four 
miles from their own village, but that never deterred them from 
giving us detailed directions for the whole fifty miles to Kweihwa. 
After hearing all opinions we would blunder off and choose which- 
ever path was widest. 

At length we found a lean and suspicious fanner who really had 
been to Kweihwa and seemed to know the road. Even when offered 
a good sum he was rductant to -come with us, however, saying he 
might be eaten by a wolf while'walking home. After being bitterly 
assured by his wife, who had an eye to the money, that he was far 
too unappetising, he lay on our front mud-guard and for nearly 
two hours led us over intricate and almost invisible roads. At length, 
announcing dramatically that he, too, was lost, he jumped off and 
vanished into the night. It was nearly three in the morning. 

A little later we saw a lamp flickering on a hill far to our left, 
then another waving in answer through the trees to the right. The 
Swede reluctantly admitted that night-driving in the back country 
was unwise, as the headlights could be seen over a wide area, attract- 
ing bandits as well as moths. Almost immediately, however, the 
steadier light of dawn flushed above the treetops in the cast. We 
could see the outlines of the mountains again, and in an hour were 
back on the mountain road to the avoidance of which all our troubles 
were due. Two hours later we were in Kweihwa, where we were 
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even more pleased to get out of the car than the sheep seemed 
to be. 

On an overcast morning three days later we set out for the 
northern, purely Mongolian, half of Suiyuan, driving the old Dodge 
in which we had fetched the sheep, and a tiny five horse-power 
Citroen. Besides the three foreigners there were two Chinese in our 
party: Li, a huge, good-natured oaf who was guide, cook, valet, 
porter, and all-round slave, and a wizened and bibulous mechanic 
named Chou. 

The ridge of mountains nearest Kweihwa was the highest and 
steepest and its abrupt ascent from the plains, like a modified “lost 
world,” prompted the imagination into spreading out spectacular 
landscapes to be viewed from its summit. As we puffed up the 
steeps I was forced to picture the strange plains of Mongolia as they 
should open out ahead, but when the top was reached the other 
side of the mountain was all that could be seen, that and another 
mountain like the first, though smaller. Still the vast, dusty-pink 
valley of the Yellow River, stretching to the horizon behind, was 
a rewarding sight. Beyond the pass the road dropped sharply into 
a valley and proceeded tortuously along a dry river-bed. This was 
on the great caravan route and marching down the valley were 
hundreds of camels swinging along on the last lap of their two- 
thousand-mile trek from Central Asia. 

Though satisfactory for camels, the road was not adapted to 
motor traffic and it was here that we had the first of many break- 
downs. The Citroen soon baulked, and while Chou invoked the 
principles of Alchemy and worked strange changes on the car with 
the tools of the local tinsmith, we had our first taste of what was to be 
the most consistently recurring experience of the trip. We spent the 
several hours waiting in a near-by caravanserai, the nucleus of a 
large and curious crowd. 

All the local farmers and their families came to investigate the 
three ocean men and their two gas- wagons and they stayed as long 
as we were there, enjoying us thoroughly. The appearance of a 
foreigner in the interior of China still had much the same effect the 
appearance of an aeroplane used to have in America in the early 
twenties, signalling a general recess for the interchange of comment 
and opinion. 

“They have come in a gas- wagon and now it is stopped.” 
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“Both gas-wagons have stopped, but only the small one is 

broken.” n 

“The last gas-wagon which was here was not cither of these. 

Then, when Chou had finished with the Citroen and we were 
ready to leave, the situation was resonantly summed up by a 
rheumatic old man: 

“Those who ride in gas-wagons know how to fix them.” 

As I was beginning to learn, in the tumultuous streets of China 
anything — a family quarrel, a collision between wheelbarrows, a 
beggar in convulsions, the amours of two oddly-matched dogs-— 
could attract the wandering attentions of the community, and in 
that crowded country the equivalent of a knot of street-corner 
gossips rapidly swelled into a mob of a hundred or more people. 
Probably because of this, the public talk had little of die squabbling 
give-and-take which pleases Occidental idlers. Rather it tended to 
become formalized into a scries of pronouncements by the more 
aggressive members of the crowd. The Chinese had a natural sense 
of the theatrical and even in ordinary conversations enjoyed speaking 
with dramatic unction; when diey did find themselves before an 
audience, even a street-comer one, they would fling themselves into 
the situation with gusto and deliver the smallest scraps of informa- 
tion portentously. Spitting for emphasis, they would declaim with 
oratorical pauses and appropriate gestures. The more sensational 
the style, the more enchanted the audience. (“Ah, Ah-h, Ah-h-h-h,” 
it would murmur, nodding sagely.) Oblique remarks were in favour, 
also rhetorical questions, magniloquent apostrophes, verbal postur- 
ings of every sort. Most approved were proverbs or declarations 
couched in a proverbial manner, succinct and rich in sound, but 
curiously shy of meaning. 

“One may feel but not see the hair on the back of one's neck," remarks 
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the impromptu sage, of a shopkeeper furious because he has just 
short-changed himself. 

“ Ila-a-a-a,” says his audience, fanning themselves. 

“Shoes for the same foot must he worn by different persons,” interposes 
the street-comer Confucius in a shrill conflict between twin children 
fighting over a handful of candied cherries. 

“Ah-h-h-h,” says his audience, scratching themselves. 

“ Can the swallows know the wild goose's intention ?" asks the 
amateur oracle between the howls of a coolie being beaten with a 
broom by his termagant wife. 

“Ho-o-o-o,” says his audience, craning their necks to see the 
bruises. 

“No !” he loudly replied to himself as the victim tries to placate 
her fury. “ Never ! It's plainly impossible ! It's like a toad trying to 
P T °P a bedpost firmly.” 

Late in the afternoon the clouds pressed down on the rocky 
valley and it began to rain. We struggled along until dusk, but when 
the motor of the Dodge began faltering we turned in at a mud- 
walled caravanserai for the night. In the dim light and the hurried 
activity necessary to fix food and a place to sleep, I hardly noticed 
what sort of place it was, but next morning we stayed on until noon 
while Chou tinkered with the car and there was ample opportunity 
for observing it. I was still only half acclimated to the curious 
discomforts and curious delights of Chinese travel and at first I 
found myself objecting to such surroundings. 

The inn was a small, one-roomed building set in the centre of 
a stable-yard several inches deep in wet dung. Its dark, smoky 
interior was nearly filled by two large k’angs — brick beds — and 
between them ran a narrow space which nominally served as the 
kitchen since it contained the stove and the water supply, but in 
addition housed several bedraggled chickens and a small pig, and 
served as combination garbage pail and spittoon for the guests. It 
also made a popular toilet for the smaller children. These quarters 
we shared with twenty or thirty assorted Chinese, some travellers, 
some local farmers detained by the rain. Most of them were enjoy- 
ing their leisure by spending the morning in sleep, a condition which 
approached the status of a recreation among such hard-working 
people. In one comer, though, was an opium lamp with five or six 
smokers grouped about it in dismal tableau. One of these was a 
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woman with an infant daughter, and as she lay sucking blissfully 
at the pipe, the child lay beside her sucking with equal content at her 
teat. Near her a more conscientious mother sat plucking lice out of 
her child’s head. 

These details present a grim picture, but on the fresh green hills 
outside, the weather was pouring rain in a steady drumming which 
made it comfortable jusr to be indoors. Inside we had a sound roof 
over our heads and a good smell of wood-smoke to subdue the less 
agreeable household odours. The landlady busily frying anc * 
bean-curd in a huge flat iron bowl was pleasant to watch as she made 
something still nicer to smell. All those who were not asleep were 
talking, and together they kept up a continuous stream of cheerful 
and .weighty nonsense. It was the opium-smoking mother who m 
the end made the mot of the morning. 

“To-day is the festival of such-and-such, and it’s raining,” she 
screamed, her eyes popping from her head with wisdom. "It has 
not rained on this day since the time when I was very small.” 

Enchanted by the thought, she shook off her child, put her 
breasts back into her shirt, straightened her trousers, and began to 
comb her hair. Looking like a tired harpy with a head like tire tail 
of a wild horse, she gripped her comb, assumed the immemorial 
look of vacancy worn in all nations by women combing their back 
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hair, and for nearly a quarter of an hour slicked the frowsy locks to 
her skull. In one skilfully continuous motion she would rake the 
comb over her head, flick the lice out of it, and dampen it in her 
mouth. When her hair was as smooth and shiny as a victrola record, 
she tied it in back with a scarlet cord, twisted the ends up in an 
intricate knot, covered it with a black horsehair net, and ended her 
job looking like a very respectable wife and mother. 

I suppose I remember the details of this morning so well because 
it was my first real contact with ordinary Chinese, my first oppor- 
tunity to know them as a people who, though they shook their heads 
for “yes,” and nodded for “no,” nevertheless coughed, scratched, 
gargled, wept, giggled, shook their fingers in reproof and their 
fists in anger, got drunk, were ticklish, sweated, shivered, and 
sneezed in entirely familiar ways. Logically enough it was at this 
inn, six months after landing in China, that I really began drawing. 
While we waited for the rain to stop, I did drawings of two of the 
children, first washing their faces for the occasion. Their mother 
said they had never been photographed before. 

At noon we started up the river-bed, but because of the mud our 
progress was almost imperceptible. Farther up the valley the hills 
became smaller and smaller, and at length the road emerged into 
rolling country full of hillocks rounded and abrupt like the backs of 
whales. All the slopes were thickly grown with grass, as bright in 
the rain as the cover of a billiard table. The earth was red and the 
road made a bloody gash across the green. From the higher hills the 
Mongolian plains were visible in the distance, like an immense blue- 
green sea. 

The fine red road was both sticky and slippery, however, and it 
took all day to cover the twenty-odd miles to the border. The 
territory through which we rode had been very recently leased to 
Chinese farmers by its Mongol owners, but already the Chinese had 
imposed their pattern on it and made it indistinguishable from any 
other section of farmland south from therfc to Indo-China or west 
from the Pacific to Tibet. 

At dusk we drove up a long, low hill towards a summit crowned 
by a great heap of stones. At the top it was still light enough to see 
that, while farmlands lay behind, ahead there was nothing but grass. 
We careened down the hill and into a swamp at its foot. We were 
stuck, but in Mongolia. 
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After an Incredibly long and rainy night spent seated in the cars, 
the sky paled and avc discovered ourselves bogged down in a field of 
purple iris beside a sandy rivulet meandering across a vast, empty' 
plain. Grouped around the cars was a herd of inquisitive black oxen. 
On a bluff behind were the crenellated walls of a mud fort and 
beyond them rose die red-and-whitc parapets of a temple. On the 
first slope ahead were three strange structures shaped like squat, 
inverted teacups. They were mud-splashed and sodden, and in die 
dim light seemed part of the long rib of earth on which they stood. 
It was improbable that men, not some huge spedes of ground- 
loving bug, should live in such houses. Before long, however, a 
flap moved on the side of one hive and out came a Mongol from hts 
yurt, resplendent in a blue robe, black boots, and scarlet sash. 

Though he looked like a brigand, with a carved mahogany face 
and an exaggerated squint, he proved to be an amiable fellow, for he 
walked back to the fort on our behalf and returned with twenty 
giggling young Mongol and Chinese soldiers in faded gTcy uniforms. 
With their help the cars were soon pushed across the swamp. It’s 
ungrateful to mention it, but our progress would have been faster 
if the idea of aid held by most of the soldiers hadn’t been to rush 
shouting at the cars and show great exertion with the upper parts of 
their bodies, while all the time their feet were on the running- 
board. 

Before we were entirely out of this difficulty, the clouds began 
breaking up, and by the time we were on our way again, it was a 
superb summer’s day. The sun shone down out of a warm and 
windy sky, empty except to the south where the spent rainclouds 
were sinking over the edge of the plateau. To crowded, dusty China, 
the plateau country which stretched ahead was a contrast as complete 
and refreshing as could be imagined. The high, empty landscape was 
nothing but earth and sky. All the way to the horizons sloped long 
shallow hills, rounded and gradual like the great waves of mid- 

56 



GOBI 57 

ocean; entirely free of trees and bushes, they had the clean, mysteri- 
ous look which only summits possess in more ordinary country. 

The whole undulating plain was covered with an unbroken 
carpet of grass, glistening in the sunlight. Thick and green in the 
valleys, it shaded to silvery grey on the heights, and was everywhere 
studded with flowers. There were iris and buttercups in the low- 
lands, tiny blue orchids and fat clusters of white clover on the hills. 
Riding over one hill, we disturbed a flock of great white bustards, 
ungainly birds like chickens the size of storks; in the next valley we 
surprised a herd of antelope who poised for a moment at attention, 
then bounded across our path and away to the horizon. Closer at 
hand scores of prairie dogs scuttled about in the grass, frightening 
up clouds of white and yellow butterflies. 

Men and their works were dwarfed and nearly lost on the huge 
prairie, for until one approached within a few yards of an object, it 
was only a dot against the green. Yurts made white dots — caravans 
were strings of yellowish ones. The great herds of half-wild horses 
clustered in antlike groups of brown dots while the Mongols them- 
selves were energetic specks of blue, crimson, or yellow. 

We did not linger on this idyllic plateau, for my companion was 
eager to go far enough into the Gobi to photograph desolate wastes, 
preferably with camels in them; though sand dunes are nearly as 
rare on the gravelly Gobi as icebergs in the Sahara, he felt he must 
have a picture of a caravan crossing one if the men in the home 
office were to be convinced that he had been in Mongolia. Our first 
objective was the lamasery of Shandanmiao, some three hundred 
miles to the west, where there were said to be several patches of sand. 

This place was just off the caravan road to Sinkiang, and that 
was our logical route, but following it we should unfortunately 
have to go through Pailingmiao, then the seat of the Inner Mongol- 
ian Government and a centre of pro-Japanese intrigue. As some 
Manchukuan troops were reported quartered at Pailingmiao, wc 
chose to make a detour to the south, back through the edge of 
Chinese territory again. After 'only a few exhilarating hours of 
open driving, we left the grasslands and for three more tiresome 
days pulled and pushed the cars through the same sort of territory we 
had met on the Saratsi plain — rocky fields, fortified adobe villages, 
a few straggling willow and poplar groves. It was an immense 
relief when at last the farmlands dropped behind. Then the cars no 
longer bogged down nor were trapped by ditches. They sped easily 
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over grassy and gravelly plains — no sign of a road and no need of 
one. 

Finally on an afternoon when one sword-shaped white cloud 
floated high in a parched blue sky, we wound through a range of tiny 
black-rock mountains scattered on a wide grey-and-pink plain and 
reached the great caravan route fifty miles west of Pailingmiao. The 
road which Marco Polo travelled stretched across the deserted plains, 
straight from one horizon to another like some exaggerated cow- 
path. Its irregular sandy track was scuffed only by the feet of men 
and animals; along it innumerable camel bones lay scattered among 
the withered grasses, bleached white as picnic papers. 

Down this trail we drove for nearly two weeks, from the table- 
lands north of Kwcihwa down to the basin of the Gobi, across the 
Mongol provinces of Darkhen Bel and Mo Mingan to the desert 
principality of Dunder Gung. The farther west we went, the drier 
and more desolate the country became, deserted even by the nomadic 
Mongols. Between horizons of small dark mountains, the land- 
scape resolved itsdf into barren but dramatic combinations of arid 
plains and rocky hills, across which on some days cloud-shadows, 
and on other days mirages, drifted. ' 

Of this trip I have vivid but unconsecutive recollections. All the' 
days on the Gobi, alternating between burning noons and icy nights. 




have slid into one day. The endless pebbled flats and shimmering 
hills have all merged into one austere landscape. 
details stand out with clarity against the strange an so 

monotonous background. e 

I remember a small white temple built at the foot of a cone- 

shaped hill, passed on a brilliantly sunny noon. ore 1 . ‘ 

the mirage of a lake in which all the details of the temple and the 

purple hill behind were reflected. 

On another glassy morning we entered a wi e y _. 

nearly a thousand antelope were grazing. We shut off the aj 
of the automobiles and tried to approach them on foot Except for 
the peculiar harking of the herd, the silence was mta.sc, v hen 
suddenly there was a roar above, like an aerop an 
meteor. A great black object dropped out of the s y, Centra i 

burst two dark, tent-like wings, and it rose agai . 

Asian eagle, a lammergeyer, swooping on some smaller bird and 

rending the air as it fell. . . ,nimatni 

The most significant parts of any landscape ar j ‘ t j JC 

by the presence of water. This is particularly so m a One noon 

Gobi tlie rare appearances of water were always rama ' rC( j 

we passed up from one arid plain to another, ug 
sandstone ravine. The gulch was only a few hundred yards long, but 
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flowing down it was a clean and lively little stream, its bed covered 
with pink sand and its banks tufted with clusters of emerald-green 
grass. The stream, so to speak, was the secret of the ravine, for its 
water welled out of the sands at the head of the gully and sank back 
into them at its foot. 

Farther into the desert we readied a river which had quite the 
shape of a real stream, with banks, a bed, even tributaries, but it failed 
in one important respect. In rainy weather it may have filled with 
water, but when we saw it, it was only a river of the greenest grass, 
dotted at intervals with shallow pools in which minute white water- 
flowers bloomed. 

Far out in the Gobi we reached a river dry even of grass. Its 
banks were lined with treacherous beds of loose sand, and while we 
fought the automobiles to its brink, black clouds gathered and we 
could see that torrential rain was falling in the mountains farther 
upstream. Suddenly the river filled and became a boiling brown 
torrent more than a hundred feet wide and two or three feet deep. 
For an hour the flood hurried past, rolling out to sink into the bone- 
dry plain. At last the current slackened and the river broke into a 
chain of sprawling pools. The pools sank slowly into die still-thirsty 
sand and the river was dry again. 

During our first day on the camel road we passed several tents 
full of tired men and scattered herds of die grotesque beasts lunching 
boredly on thombushes. That night we were passed for the first 
time by a caravan on the march. We had stopped at a Chinese 
caravanserai and, finding the accommodations insufferably crowded 
and stuffy, had taken our bedding up on to the flat clay roof. Just 
before midnight a tiny jangling of bells sounded from the dark 
western horizon, distant but phenomenally disdnet in the empty 
desert air. For half an hour it increased, until the tone of the 
individual bells became audible, booming, clanging, tinkling, toll- 
ing in rhythmic cacophony; reading their noise our guide, once a 
camel-driver, informed us that the caravan was a company of a hun- 
dred and eighty or two hundred beasts. 

Gradually a soft confusion of sounds materialised; the many- 
footed poundings of camel-pads, thecrunch of gravel, die low grunts 
of the animals, and the sleepy cursing of the camel-men. Suddenly, 
almost under the eaves of die building on which we lay, the proces- 
sion of great ungainly animals began swinging past. There was a 
hum of voices in the rooms below and the dogs of the inn ran out to 
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bark shrilly at the dogs with the caravan. As each group of twenty 
camels filed by, the particular tone of its lead animal’s bell took the 
solo and sounded above the others. For five, ten, fifteen, twenty 
minutes, the vague shapes loomed and passed; the line seemed 
endless. 

At length the noises grew less and as abruptlj' as the first camel 
had appeared, the last one passed and vanished. For a moment the 
bells all sounded at the same pitch, then all receded. A tardy dog 
raced past, growling, and the night was silent again, except for the 
slowly diminishing tune of the bells which for another half-hour 
faded towards the eastern horizon. 

As long as we stayed on the Sinkiang road we passed eastbound 
caravans every day and were passed by more every night. They were 
laden chiefly with wool, camel’s hair, sausage-casings, toothbrush 
bristles, wapiti horns (for medicine), and the coffins of Chinese who 
had died in Turkestan and must journey home for burial. At that 
season all were heading towards Kweihwa and the near-by grass- 
lands for a summer of grazing to restore the camels after their long 
winter’s walk. Actually those we saw were behind schedule, the 
caravan business being strictly regulated by the camel’s peculiar 
annual rhythm. As the grazing season had already begun, they 
travelled very slowly, with long rests wherever there was grass. 
The beasts did look to be in very bad shape, though I understood it 
to be their ordinary spring appearance. * Their humps hung slack 
and pendulous, emptied by foodless weeks, and their bushy winter 
fur was peeling off in tatters, exposing obscene patches of wrinkled 
grey flesh — as this thatch fell off, it was sedulously collected by the 
drivers and put back on the beast, into its pay-load of camel’s 
hair. 

Besides the caravans we encountered some independent travellers: 
Chinese or Turkoman merchants in neat blue gowns, mounted on 
tiny long-eared donkeys, or Mongols in soiled robes of rainbow 
colours, galloping proudly over the plains on black and mahogany- 
coloured ponies. As our road was not only the highway from China 
to Turkestan, but also the main route from Mongolia to Tibet, we 
passed groups of pilgrims on their way to and from Lhassa. These 
were mostly lamas dressed in red or yellow, wearing fantastic hats 
— high-peaked fur bonnets, wide gilt platters of wickerwork and 
papicr-macM: one even in a black derby of Shanghai make. The 
holy men travelled mostly on fast-trotting camels or in camel-carts 
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with gigantic wooden wheels, swearing jovially and taking huge 
quantities of snuff as they drove. 

The strangest traveller was a plump little Turkoman merchant 
we met a few miles behind a big caravan. He wore a green velvet 
fez, rode a little grey mule, and was quite happily drunk, charmed to 
stop and gossip. He told us that certain men in the caravan ahead v 
had quarrelled the night before and fought until one was killed. 
This amused him tremendously, and when we left him his round 
melon face was wreathed with smiles. Later we stopped at the same 
settlement the caravan had used on the previous night and learned 
that our friend in the green fez was the killer. 

In the far west the driving became difficult again. The country 
grew sandier and each day resolved itself into a round of skirmishes 
between the automobiles and the desert. On foot we searched ahead 
for possible roads; slipping and shoving we pushed the cars through 
places where there never had been, nor would be, any roads. At last, 
nearly three weeks after leaving Kweihwa, we arrived at Shandan- 
miao. 

The lamasery was a sprawling heap of white and red buildings in 
the Tibetan style, scattered up the side of a desolate black ravine. Set 
among naked rocks under the burnt blue desert sky, the pile of bald- 
faced temples and dormitories had an unapproachable, inhuman look 
as if it were the home of a colony of insects or a settlement of 
creatures from another planet. Its walls were cut by rows of staring 
triangular windows, as black as blind eyes against the dazzling white 
masonry. Around the cornices of the larger buildings were heavy 
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beet-red copings ornamented with bosses of gold. Symbolic brass 
beasts and wheels and beflagged pitchforks decorated the roofs. 

The architecture was of Mars, but with a dash of theBronx. It was 
rather irritating to be forced to admit to one’s self that some of the 
angular, many-windowed brick buildings, though in the heart of the 
Gobi, nevertheless resembled apartment houses. A few of their 
windows were even shaded by striped red-and-yellow awnings 
which, though made of wood and intricately carved with Buddhist 
symbols, looked very suburban from a distance. 

A crowd of unwholesome lamas in red robes swarmed out of the 
lamasery as we approached. They giggled and chattered softly as 
they stood about us, plucking at our clothes and furtively pointing, 
but when faced with a moving-picture camera they became alarmed 
and suspicious; we were not invited inside any of the buildings and 
had to be content with wandering through the blank streets of the 
temple-city, followed by the whispering monks and sniffed at by a 
pack of black Tibetan mastiffs. 

Still we stayed for several days in a settlement of Chinese 
traders just outside the hills of Shandanmiao, and one morning, 
when I went to sketch at the lamasery, I found the brass-bound door 
of the largest building open. No one forbade me, so I entered. The 
passage gave on a small paved court lined about with a carved 
portico painted in peacock colours. There were at least a hundred 
small neophytes in red togas sitting in the court, chanting shrilly 
and clapping their hands as they learned the Bhuddist scriptures, 
while a dignified preceptor strode around the portico in a flowing 
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red robe and a towering hat of yellow fringe. My presence was 
tolerated until I began drawing, but this upset the discipline of the 
class and then the preceptor made it clear with a direct gesture that 
my absence was more desirable than my presence. , 

Beyond Shandanmiao it was impossible to proceed farther 
towards the sands in an automobile, so we left the cars at'thc Chinese 
settlement,- hired what animals we could, and proceeded— more as a 
travelling zoo than a proper expedition, for we rode on horseback, 
donkeyback, and camelback. All these animals were new to me as 
means of transport; the horse I found the most exhilarating and the 
donkey the most comfortable once one had the knack of keeping one’s 
feet from dragging on the ground. The camel, with its whims and 
its motion of a small ship in an angry sea, was tile most exasperating. 

Indeed, if ever an animal deserved to be called misbegotten, the 
camel is it. Structurally it is outrageous: its neck grows out of its 
stomach instead of its shoulders, its legs fold up in the wrong direc- 
tions, and it urinates backwards. It has no proper camel noise but 
expresses itself unbecomingly in grunts, whinnies, screams, hisses, 




and roars. Its body-smell can only be compared favourably with the 
odour of its breath. Its temperament impels it to kick and bite 
readily, and worst of all, to spit. For though the camel eats only in 
summer, it chews all year. Regrettably it chews the same things 
nearly all year, since the desert provides so little opportunity for 
finding new forage. In the course of time its cud passes into the 
extreme stages of decay; a quart or two of such semi-fluid ordure is 
what the camel spits when crossed. Displaying a hideous personality, 
it does so with a smug expression of refined contempt. As we 
fortunately found, however, any one so drenched need only stand in 
the sun for a few moments and the loathsome stuff will dry into a 
green dust which can easily be brushed away. 

Out in the sand we moved through a shifting world. The dunes 
stood in isolated groups on the gravel plain and in the constant 
desert wind they were all invisibly on the march. Pointing their 
direction, there trailed from every summit a long pale plume of 
windblown sand. 

Our destination, reached without difficulty, was the oasis of 
Eylis Nor, a field of brilliant emerald grass attractively dappled with 
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blue iris and i« in a circle of pink sandhills. At one end of it were 
two shallow salt)’ pools surrounded by mud flats on which quantities 
of amazingly tame birds squabbled. Here sve sverc to wait until a 
caravan should pass, and it was fortunate that a sizable one hap- 
pened to arrive late the next day. It had come all the way from lfami. 
in Turkestan, and was a company of very tired men and animals. In 
the slanting light of afternoon, the camels plodded into the oasis, 
deployed into a grid of parallel lines, and sank complaining and 
grunting on to thcirTidlies. As soon as ihcirloads had been removed 
they went off to graze, and when the oasis and the dunes around it 
were dotted with the wandering horde of misshapen animals, it 
lost all relation to reality; a landscape so inhabited should onl)' 
appear on a slide, under a microscope. 

It was even stranger at dusk when the camels were rounded up 
and forced to sit down in a tight-packed crowd around the driver’s 
tent. They all sat facing in and it was almost terrifying to stand at 
the mouth of the tent and confront this crowding audience of furry, 
chewing faces and derisive animal ey es. 

We sat with the caravan-men that evening, watching them joke 
and swear over their knitting. Oddly, all the drivers were prodigious 
knitters— I’ve even seen them stitching and purling at socks and 
scarfs as they walked with their camds. That night as they crouched 
in the shadows around the smouldering fire, the occupation seemed. 
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blue iris and set in a circle of pink sandhills. At one end of it were 
two shallow salty pools surrounded by mud flats on which quantities 
of amazingly tame birds squabbled. Here we were to wait until a 
caravan should pass, and it was fortunate that a sizable one hap- 
pened to arrive late the next day. It had come all die way from Hami, 
in Turkestan, and was a company of very tired men and animals. In 
the slanting light of afternoon, the camels plodded into the oasis, 
deployed into a grid of parallel lines, and sank complaining and 
grunting on to thcirbellies. As soon as their loads had been removed 
they went off to graze, and when the oasis and the dunes around it 
were dotted with the wandering horde of misshapen animals, it 
lost all relation to reality; a landscape so inhabited should only 
appear on a slide, under a microscope. 

It was even stranger at dusk when the camels were rounded up 
and forced to sit down in a tight-packed crowd around the driver’s 
tent. They all sat facing in and it was almost terrifying to stand at 
the mouth of the tent and confront this crowding audience of furry, 
chewing faces and derisive animal eyes. 

We sat with the caravan-men .that evening, watching them joke 
and swear over their knitting. Oddly, all the drivers were prodigious 
knitters— i’ve even seen them stitching and purling at socks and 
scarfs as they walked with their camels. That night as they crouched 
in the shadows around the smouldering fire, the occupation seemed 
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peculiarly out of place. Either their knitting should have been 
replaced by knife-whetting, or their homy, weather-ruined faces 
should have been softened to a more apple-cheeked appearance. As 
it was, they looked like so many wolves pretending to be grand- 
mothers. 

For refreshments they gave us raisins and bits of sun-dried melon 
from Hami. The melons were a Turkestan speciality, for only in the 
clear air of Central Asia is the heat of the sun sharp enough to dry 
them in this way, completely evaporating their moisture before the 
vegetable oils can also disappear and turn them hard and withered. 
They were of the same consistency as dried figs, but retained the 
bland flavour of melon. The pieces offered us were like dirty amber, 
as they had come from Hami in an open pack on the back of a camel, 
but after the sand and hair had been removed they were delicious. 
Their unaccustomed taste, delicate but telling, took me the closest I 
was to come to die life of the secret oases of Central Asia. 

In two days, when the caravan had rested sufficiently and packed 
to go on eastward, we prepared to return with it to Shandanmiao. 

When the time for departure came, three of the caravan camels 
were too exhausted to get to their feet. They sat in stoic scorn while 
their drivers beat them and tried to prod them, up off the ground 
with sharp sticks. At length two were lifted up bodily and managed 
to stay shakily erect, but the third would not budge. Its burden was 
loaded on other beasts and the caravan set off. The doomed camel 
chewed on contentedly, looking about with a condescending eye, 
and only when the last active animals were about to leave the oasis 
did it begin whimpering and scuffling its legs in an effort to get up. 
It could not move. The last we saw of it, it was silent again, munch- 
ing its cud as it watched us disappear. 

The dying beast pointed up a fact which 'I had not previously 
accepted in its full strength — that the country through which we 
were riding was not just an ordinary stretch of treeless country, 
perhaps dry and inconveniently sandy in spots, but was indeed the 
Desert, a place as different from habitable country as is the ocean. 
By its nature it was a place in which men could as little live as they 
can in the sea; they could only pass over it by special adjustments, 
and their only traces in it would be relics of their failure to do so — 
in the sea fish swim through the barnacled ribs of sunken ships, and 
on the desert beetles crawl over the dried frame of an abandoned cart, 
or through the bones'of a dead beast of burden. Poetically the desert 
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and sea are alike, with the same silence, the same loneliness, the same 
hostile immensity. And like the sea, the desert has become a scene 
for legendary heroics, a background against which even misfortune 
seems exciting. It has its peculiar hardships — its cruelly sharp 
mirages, its soft smothering storms. 

But to tell of my only taste of the special discomforts of the 
desert would be pathetic. 1 had it in the afternoon of the day we left 
the oasis, at the moment which was the climax of our trip west, 
since we were standing on the top of one sand-dune while the 
caravan filed across another dune before my friend’s camera. It was 
a fine day for photography; the sky was clear except for one fat dust- 
coloured cloud on the eastern horizon. There was a strong east wind, 
however, and this cloud began to grow with amazing rapidity, 
rolling up the sky like a gigantic mass of taffy. Its upper billows 
churned brown and yellow in the sun and, as it moved, it trailed a 
curious thick shadow. When it reached us it towered above in a 
solid seething mass; for a moment we still stood in clear sunlight, 
then a veil slid over the sun and the air was suddenly thick with 
burning particles. 

The sandstorm lasted for nearly an hour. Photographically 
speaking, it was a great piece of luck because, when the storm struck, 
the caravan turned in a dramatic retreat to the oasis. While it lasted, 
however, it was my job to hold two of our horses, both of them 
anxious to gallop away from the sand. With a halter in each hand I 
could only lean backward into the wind and try to give as little 
ground as possible. Fortunately I was not wearing shorts that day, 
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but on my head was an old sun-hclmct minus its brim, held by a 
strap under my chin; soon it was blown to die back of my head and 
the strap found its place just beliind my ears, propping them 
out like fins. As I backed into the wind they caught die brunt of 
ever}- stinging blast, but with a horse for each hand I was help- 
less. I can best suggest how I felt by saying that after the storm 
we found all the varnish had been sand-blasted from the camera 
tripod. 

When we returned to Shandanmiao, we stayed a few days before 
pushing on eastward, while Chou, who had apparently been drunk 
all during our absence, finished preparing the cars for the return 
trip. Much of this time we spent at the settlement of the Chinese 
traders or “mai-mais.” These men led meagre lives in dieir isolated 
clay hovels, but their hospitality was a touch of luxury to us. I 
remember particularly going one day to the chief mai-mais to buy 
some rock sugar, which we had found veiy good to suck in place of 
candy. The trader was a dignified old man, immaculate in blue robe 
and trousers, white socks and black silk slippers. His washed and 
shaven face shone as brightly as the crystal spectacles on his bony 
nose. Sitting on a handsome rug at the back of his round little hut, 
he conducted the transaction with formality and wrapped my sugar 
neatly into a paper parcel. 

Beliind him in the cool gloom his wares were stacked in orderly 
piles: shining copper kettles and pots; porcelain bowls and spoons; 
neat jars of vinegar, oil, and soy; scissors, knives, fireworks, whisky; 
boots and slippers, bolts of cloth; and so on. After the past weeks in 
the open I revelled in the atmosphere of civilization and was not 
inclined to think of it as alien. It was a shock when I chanced to 
realize that, except for a few cartons of cigarettes, every object in 
the store was specifically Chinese. All the familiar-looking neces- 
sities— the scissors, the spectacles, the wrapping paper— had been 
invented in the remote past on the Oriental side of the world and 
developed under conditions which should have made them impos- 
sibly exotic to me. 

I had always thought of Europe and America as being, so to 
speak, the only properly-furnished rooms in a house whose other 
sections were either ruined or unfinished. Now it was graphically 
demonstrated that in a different wing, at the end of a maze of dark 
halls, there had always been another brightly-lit room with furnish- 
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ings as comfortable as ours. It was hard to have to admit that these 
furnishings were perhaps in a more consistent taste and had certainly 
been kept in good condition for a much longer time. 

Since then it has struck me that in this same territory Marco 
Polo and other early European wanderers got their first taste of the 
civilization they were approaching. Perhaps even the circumstances 
were the same; Chinese traders 'were doing business in the desert 
outside the Great Wall long before the thirteenth century and their 
stock in trade has not changed appreciably in the intervening years. 
The appearance of their neat little stores impressed me sufficiently, 
returning as I was from only a few days in the sand. What an 
impact it must have had on those medieval travellers who reached 
them for the first time after months of deprivation! And after they 
had cautiously been peeping over every summit before crossing it, 
to make sure that the next valley was not full of romping gorgons, 
ten-headed panthers, or scaly men with red-hot teeth. After such 
precautions, what a shock this solid appearance of domestic comfort 
must have been! Finally to find themselves, not at the crumbling 
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edge of the \vorld, but on the threshold of a remote civilization as 
great or greater than their own. What a disappointment ! 

Rather unfortunately, travellers from that day to this have been 
reluctant to give up their lurid ideas of what should exist at die 
other end of the world. It may only be that once they’ve returned, 
they can’t resist the double temptation of telling the stay-at-homes 
the kind of thing they like to hear and building for themselves a 
pleasantly exciting reputation, or perhaps it’s that in such a remote 
matter as die Far East, the Westerner simply refuses to relinquish 
the privilege of believing what he wants to — Marco Polo himself 
was a hard-headed little Italian who wrote a good salesman’s report 
of the territory he covered and would be shocked by what has since 
happened to his name. 

Whatever it is nourished by, the legend of the “Mysterious East” 
certainly flourishes still. When the East was unknown, it was 
mysterious in the simple sense, but now it does seem irrelevant to go 
on thinking of it as a mysterious place full of mysterious people 
doing mysterious things. For too long the typical Chinese has been 
regarded as a fantastic figure to fear or to ridicule. In popular 
legend he still appears too often as John Chinaman, the 
comic laundryman who eats eggs a thousand years old, or as the 
sinister mandarin with slit eyes and long finger-nails who does 
little but slink through beaded curtains, sniffing the fumes of 
incense and plotting deviltries to be accomplished at the sound of 
a gong. 

For a more useful picture I would substitute that of an elderly 
but plump fellow sitting on a bench which had best be placed against 
the sunny side of a garden wall. Under his trig tailored robes every 
curve of his figure expresses well-being. His skin glistens with 
health. His face is bland and open, not a bit secret once his expres- 
sions are familiar, nor do his eyes really slant — only a fold in the 
upper eyelid makes them look so. If there should be two of him, 
both would be talking with great speed and relish, laughing extra- 
vagantly. As there is only one, he sits enjoying the sunlight with 
an almost vegetable content, betimes picking his teeth or perform- 
ing some other service to his own comfort. 

I think the essential mystery of the East, of China at least, is that 
it admits of absolutely no mystery. It is completely matter-of-fact 
and in so bald a fashion that the West has been ever unwilling to 
accept the simple explanation and has enveloped it in a cloud of 
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typically Western mystery. The occult East of gongs and incense is 
a fantasy in the pure Gothic style. 

Some consider that the weather and climate of the racial home- 
land affect the ideas and character of a nation; they point at the 
sensible French who live in a clearly lighted, temperate land, at the 
alternately lazy and violent Italians who live in a country striped by 
harsh sunlight and languorous shade, at the fogbound English, and 
so on. The theory comes dangerously close to the romantic way of 
feeling ideas, but I think it can be helpfully applied to this question. 
Certainly most of Europe has the climate of a miasmic swamp in 
comparison with the dry, sparkling airs of China. And in the same 
way it does seem that many of the ideas of the West have grown up 
away from the sun of logic. They are full of obscurities — the ideas 
of swamp-dwellers — and are characterized by a quality of struggle, 
with its result which is the glorification of victory, and the result of 
the victorious state of mind which is the tendency to commend 
excesses as virtues. In contact with the smallest details of environ- 
ment, the Western aim has been to exceed, not to adapt its obstacles, 
but to push through them and beyond them, transcend them and 
in the end demolish them. 

The arts make a good basis for comparisons of this sort. Oca- 
dental painting, for example, allowed itself to be entirely metamor- 
phosed by the discovery of perspective and the other accessories of 
realism. Then, having achieved literalism, it pushed out and began 
imitating the other arts, invading fields still less fitted for pictorial 
expression. Pictures have been painted in the West which attempted 
to be flat approximations of the actualities they represented, or on 
the other hand tried to substitute themselves for stories, songs, fire- 
works, or psycho-analytic descriptions of the men who made them. 
The Chinese have never lost sight of the fact that painting is prim- 
arily the decoration of a surface. 

Our music has found its peculiar extremes. Not satisfied with the 
fact that music was by nature the freest and most moving of the 
arts, Western musicians have tried to break its limits and make of 
their work a story, a picture, a piece of architecture. The Chinese 
still regard music as an interesting noise. 

The glories of Western architecture— the Gothic cathedral, the 
baroque palace, the skyscraper— are all signal examples of this 
immoderately pushing, leaping spirit. Chinese architecture has 
produced no such unnatural forms; it has always remained the art 
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of building adequate homes, whether for men, their gods, or their 
dead. The abyss which lies between it and its Western equivalent is 
indicated by the fact that it has had no material change of style in 
the three or more thousand years since it began. 

I think the contrast between the two spirits can be neatly summed 
up by comparing our Saint George with a Chinese hero also famous 
for vanquishing dragons. Saint George, who filled himself with 
righteous anger and fought a dragon to the death, in a swamp, has 
become the patron saint of Great Britain and a favourite symbol of 
the belligerent ambitions of the West. The Emperor Yu conquered 
not one dragon but two and lie did it without rising from a comfort- 
able seat. 

As the story goes, he was crossing the Yangtze one day when the 
beasts — big yellow ones — swam up and took his barge in their 
mouths. All on board were terrified except the Emperor Yu. lie 
only laughed and remarked, “To be born is in the course of nature; 
to die is by heaven’s decree. Why be troubled by the dragons ?” 

When the dragons heard this they were chagrined and swam 
away, dragging their tails. It is patent that they soon deflated and 
died without issue. 

The days when the Gobi was important as a link between the 
East and West arc long past and for centuries its wastes base been as 
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devoid of significance to the world at large as arc the valleys of the 
moon. In these last years, however, particularly since 1936, it has 
been coming into the scope of world events again as part of the area 
of the Sino-Japanese conflict and a potential scene for the 
threatening war between Japan and Russia. Possibly important 
events are already happening in that wilderness which was so empty 
three years ago; Shandanmiao is in the centre of the temtoiy 
through which China can best receive supplies from Russia and is 
consequently of strategic value to Japan. But its isolation is so great 
that no one can know what results intrigue has already had there, 
what battles have been fought and what blood shed — a unique situa- 
tion in this age of highly publicized conflicts, particularly since the 
ultimate importance of the unknown events cannot be exaggerated. 

By climbing the hills behind Shandanmiao we could see a huge 
section of this arena. In all directions stretched the burnt plains, still 
as vacant as they looked on the map. Across our south-eastern 
horizon the range of Kara Narin Ula Mountains, which rim the 
great northern sweep of die Yellow River, bulked in a dark purple line. 
In the west were wrinkled pink sands, and the barren sea of yellow 
gravel which led on for hundreds of miles to the scattered oases of 
Turkestan. All across the north stretched the great basin of the 
Gobi, shimmering red and grey in the heat. Somewhere on it, 
probably just short of our horizon, was the forbidden frontier of 
Soviet Outer Mongolia. 

Even at that time die forces now in conflict in this area were 
moving towards it. From the traders we heard rumours that 
detachments of the Chinese Communist army, retreating north- 
wards on its great trek from Kiangsi, had already reached the 
Alashan Mountains, the range immediately south of the Kara Narin 
Ula. It was then believed that they would continue north through 
the territory where we were travelling and enter Soviet Russia; in 
those days the Chinese Communists were generally thought of, and 
in theforeign and Chinesepress invariably referred to, as an ordinary 
bandit army and an unsuccessful one at that, since it looked as if they 
were about to be driven out of their country. It was the low ebb of 
their fortunes. Few even expe«ed that they would be able to fight 
their way south and east into China again and I think that nobody 
would have ventured to predict their ultimate rise to a position of 
such importance in their country’s scheme of defence. 

On the frontier to the north of Shandanmiao the Russians were 



also alert; we continually heard reports from Mongols and Chinese 
of Russian scouting trips down into Inner Mongolia, some in armed 
trucks and tanks. Their own outer Mongolian border was guarded 
with fantastic care. Perhaps so far in the desert they had not yet 
taken such extreme precautions, but in the more accessible east, 
guard-houses were maintained at ten-mile intervals along the whole 
Chincsc-Russian frontier and ever}' day a mounted patrol rode over 
each ten-milcstrctch. On the grassy steppe the tracks of any traveller 
were visible. All who crossed the border were followed up and 
captured. Any one entering Outer Mongolia was sent off for im- 
prisonment and investigation at Urga. Any one leaving the country 
was shot on the spot. 

Of course the Japanese were busy, too; it was not without reason 
that they had forbidden the country to foreigners other than tem- 
selves. As it happened, one of their tentative advances was made 
while we were still in the desert. In the middle of one morning — 

I think it was the day before we started back from Shandanmiao — 
the sunny silence of the Gobi was marred by an inexplicable droning. 
It swelled, then jumped to a roar as two khaki-coloured trucks 
dying Japanese Rags burst into sight around the side of a sand-hill. 
They bore down upon our camp and stopped. From the cars a half- 
dozen Nipponese stared at us with expressions of profound astonish- 
ment; they plainly had not expected to meet any foreigners in this 
area. Our surprise must have been equally evident, since we had had 
no previous intimation of Japanese designs on territory so far to the 
west. 

Wearing sheepish smiles, and shiny revolvers that seemed too 
large for them, the six little Japanese got down from their trucks. 
They approached our camp with the stiff-legged suspicion of terriers 
on a visit. We received them with the hauteur of visited terriers. 
No one had anything to say. In silence we walked figurative circles 
around each other — the atmosphere was so completely one of canine 
formality that it was perhaps fortunate that the encounter took 
place in a treeless desert. After an embarrassed interval the Japanese 
returned to their trucks and drove away. 

Afterwards we learned that these had been only the chauffeurs 
and automobile guards for a large party of “observers” and 
“advisers” on its way to Ninghsia, far up the Yellow River. When 
the party had reached an impassable belt of sand, its more important 
members had gone ahead on camels, leaving these six to take the 
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trucks back to Pailingmiao. Subsequently we heard that the main 
party had readied Ninghsia and still later the incident was closed 
when we heard that the Chinese of Ninghsia, politely hut firmly 
refusing to tolerate their presence, had run them out of town. 

The first part of our return from Shandanmiao was along 
the same route we had followed into the desert, but before long it 
became evident that by a miscalculation we lacked enough gasoline 
to get both cars back to Kweihwa. The only possible place to buy 
more gas in all Mongolia was in the Chinese settlement at Palling* 
miao, though by going there we ran some risk of being arrested by 
agents of the Japanese and never getting either car to Kweihwa. In 
the end we decided to attempt Pailingmiao anyway, hoping to 
hurry in and out of the place so quickly that no one would have 
time to stop us. If worse should come to worst we felt we could be 
detained for only a short time and forbidden to go where we had 
already been. 

This programme had immediate advantages, for we travelled east 
all the way along the caravan road, avoiding the execrable trails we 
had struggled through on the way out. We returned into the grass- 
lands during the Tainy season, and after the parching winds and 
corroding sun of the Gobi it was delightful to drive smoothly over 
the dappled green hills, under a sky checkered with tom and leaking 
clouds. 

On a particular misty and fragrant morning we approached 
Pailingmiao. Over the rolling hills on which red horses and black 
oven grazed, a knot of small, crumpled, blue-and-purple mountains 
appeared. As we drew nearer, a narrow. valley opened in its northern 
wall. We drove down this, splashed through a shallow river, and 
drove up a steep bluff on its far side. At the top of the bluff was an 
elaborately carved and painted dagoba and when we reached it we 
found that we had suddenly arrived. Ahead was a huge round 
valley, shallow as a plate and rimmed about by mountains. It was a 
bright green plate, painted with lush stretches of grass, and on it like 
food w ere arranged the buildings of Pailingmiao. On our right was 
the lamasery, a low mass of crcam-and-red temples and dormitories, 
so closely packed as to seem one huge building. On our left were 
fifty or sixty round white yurts, the home of the Inner Mongolian 
Government. On the other side of the valley ahead was the jumbled 
adobe town of the Chinese mai-mais. 
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There was no time to admire the tasty prospect. We drove on as 
fast as the road would allow, across the plate to the trading settle- 
ment. A large crowd collected on our arrival, but no one made any 
hostile moves. With the greatest dispatch we bought gasoline and 
cigarettes and departed, roaring past a gaping Manchukuan sentry 
and sizzling up the other side of the valley. After our premonitions 
it was rather anticlimatic. Behind us there was a certain amount of 
tardy commotion and a squad of soldiers could even bt seen double- 
timing down from the Government yurts, but by that time we were 
again on the rim of the valley and, realizing its futility, the pursuit 
soon slackened its pace and finally sat down. 

Beyond Pailingmiao for the first time in a month we were travel- 
ling along a road which was reasonably adapted to motor traffic. 
In that summer of 1936 it was an extraordinarily crowded and busy 
road for the Gobi, with two or three cars passing over it every week; 
it was a road of importance as it led from Pailingmiao, the head- 
quarters of the Japanese aggression, to Kwcihwa, the capital of 
Chinese Suiyuan. From the rumours we heard at our stopping- 
places along it, it was evident that the country through which this 
road ran was already peaceful in appearance only. Both Chinese and 
Japanese were using the road in hurried efforts to improve their posi- 
tions before trouble should break, while the Mongols were enjoying 
a last shower of gifts before the time for bribery should pass. 
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The Chinese had sent out a Famine Relief Commission which was 
distributing money in all the Mongol principalities. At their dis- 
posal was ten thousand dollars for each division. Four thousand of 
this was given for actual relief, since the previous winter, a severe 
one, had killed much livestock and precipitated a minor famine. 
Three more thousand was for the local prince, and the remaining 
money was distributed among the more influential men in the 
district. 

The Japanese were also plying their prospective allies with 
presents — Prince Teh, their chief puppet, even had an aeroplane ; 
but the canny islanders were fortifying their position with more 
than good-will. Most of the traffic on the road consisted of Japanese 
trucks busily carting military supplies from the railway at Kweihwa 
to the barracks of Pailingmiao. It was rather hard to understand the 
acquiescent attitude of the Kweihwa Government which knowingly 
allowed this state of affairs to continue when it could have stopped 
it; but it was not as surprising then as it became later in the summer, 
for even when the Japanese launched an attack against this very rail- 
way, their supplies kept arriving by it and were openly trucked up- 
country to their headquarters. 

Accustomed to thinking war as of a highly organized conflict 
between relentlessly opposed forces, I was becoming more and more 
astonished as I learned of the vague, informal nature of this Eastern 
tangle. Driving south from Pailingmiao that day, we encountered 
singular evidence of it. Crossing a sandy valley, we passed a line of 
carts loaded with timber. They all flew small Japanese flags and 
tacked to their sides were passes from Japanese headquarters. The 
timber, we learned, was to build a Government building for the 
Mongolian council at Pailingmiao. This would have been clear 
enough if it hadn’t been that the timber belonged to the Chinese 
Govemment^and it was this faction which was to pay the costs of 
construction. 

Be that as it may, we were grateful for the smooth road these 
tortuous politics had produced. Careening southwards at a thirty- 
mile-an-hour pace, dizzying after our previous speeds, we reached the 
verdant grasslands we had first approached and stopped in a district 
called Chao-Ho, or Temple River, in Shabi province about halfway 
between Pailingmiao and Kweihwa. 
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THE GREEN GRASSLANDS 

Here we went to rest for a few days at the encampment of a Mongol 
friend of the Swede with whom we were travelling and here my 
companion decided to return into China to get more film. He and 
the rest of the party left for Kweihwa, but because there was only 
enough gas for one car and it was felt that the trip through the 
mountains could be made more rapidly with as small a load as 
possible, I stayed on at Chao-Ho with the Mongols. A week later the 
others returned for a few days and, when they left for the second 
time, finding myself with the opportunity to stay and having liked 
what I’d seen of the place, I remained at Chao-Ho again. Discount- 
ing a few short trips, I was there for the rest of the summer. 

The encampment where I stopped lay in the centre of a flat 
valley one or two miles wide and about eight miles long, otherwise 
quite empty. 'Like all Mongols, the family I stayed with lived in a 
yurt, or, to be exact, in four yurts. Set out on the vast green plain, 
these small round huts looked like nothing so much as a cluster of 
inverted white salad-bowls. They were typical of the simple Mongol 
dwellings so much condescended to by non-Mongols unaware that 
the squat, ground-hugging shape of a yurt is the only one which can 
survive the fierce Gobi winds without elaborate anchorage. As I 
later learned, the yurts were also extraordinarily efficient mechan- 

79 



8o 


THROUGH CHINA’S WALL 



isms for shelter, built of the only materials available on a pastoral 
steppe — felt, a few slim poles, and horsehair ropes for fastenings. 
Incidentally a proper yurt was not only a streamlined machine for 
living, but was also assembled from parts of standard shape and size, 
making it the first of prefabricated houses. 

The first time I approached the hive which w as to be my home for 
some six weeks, I walked around the wmdowless walls, stooped 
awkwardly through the low door on the south side, and dropped to 
the ground until my eyes, temporarily blinded by the change from 
the brilliant sunlight outside, could become accustomed enough to 
the gloom to apprehend the details of the dome-shaped interior. 
Gradually there materialized round latticed walls and a roof 
supported by radiating poles stained reddish-brown, making a 
pleasant pattern against the white iclt of the outer covering. The 
Hour was complete!) padded with white mats quilted in geometrical 
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designs. There was no furniture in our sense of the word, but around 
the low walls were stacked great red-lacquer chests with heavy 
brass locks and hinges. At one side were racks holding wide 
bowls of milk, cream, and cheese; from the roof-poles hung whips 
and harnesses, and by the door were stacked several wooden 
saddles. 

Against the back wall at the left was the family shrine, the God- 
Box. This was a small red-lacquer case jammed full of little Buddhas, 
paper ornaments, candles, incense, and stale offerings of meat and 
whisky. In the centre of the yuit, directly beneath the round sky- 
light, was a square of bare earth on which stood a round wrought- 
iron grate. Here a fire burned amid chunks of a curious grey matter: 
this was the infamous “argol,” dried camel-dung, which has always 
made such fine fuel for treeless desert countries, being plentiful, 
portable, highly inflammable, and free. It notably lacked the 
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disadvantage one might expect and on the contrary gave off quanti- 
ties of pleasant pincy-smclling smoke. 

In the windowless yurt there could be no cross-draft and the 
smoke billowed straight up and out the skylight in a well-behaved 
way. With shafts of sunlight striking obliquely through the 
bluish clouds, a pot of something good on the fire, and a few furs for 
the white felt floor, the nestlike interior made a pleasant sight, an 
extremely cosy definition of the word “shelter.” The Mongols have 
developed an extraordinary addiction to this form of house, possibly 
because the small crowded yurt provides a needed antidote to the 
vast, featureless rotunda of sky which dwarfs them everywhere on 
their native plains. Mongol princes and high lamas who possess 
real palaces built by Chinese masons invariably prefer to do their 
eating and sleeping in yurts which they have erected in their court- 
yards or, in some cases, inside their large official rooms. 

I think the best way to approach the routine of life in a yurt 
would be to describe the way a guest was received into the life of a 
particular yurt. Not my own arrival, though. Mine was not 
typical because at the time I knew nothing of Mongol etiquette. 
When I had lived with the Mongols for a while, I began to realize 
what a disappointment my shambling and inept entrance must 
have been to my hosts. By observing subsequent guests I learned 
how much I had left undone. 

The plains people led such isolated lives that a visit was an 
event both to the guest and the host. The welcome was controlled 
by strict ceremonial and was elaborate to an extreme. The basis of 
formalities was the exchange of snuff-holders, small stone bottles 
capped by coral plugs. No Mongol would think of travelling with- 
out his snuff-bottle and only once did I see a visitor lacking one; it 
was a woman, and she saved an embarrassing situation by first 
slipping into the yurt informally to borrow one of her host’s extra 
bottles, then going out again to return in a proper entry. 

When the bottles had changed hands, guest and host would kneel 
facing each other and plunge into a formal dialogue. 

How is it ? 

It is well. How is it ? 

It is well. How are the herds ? 

The herds are well How are the herds ? 

The herds are well. How is it at the yurts ? ' 
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It is well at the yurts. How is it at the yurts? 

It is well at the yurts. How is it along the road ? 

This went on until the cordial feelings of both parties had been 
satisfied. Then the snuff-bottles were returned and every one 
squatted around the fire for a real gossip. 

In Mongolia even this spontaneous move was governed by certain 
rules. The host traditionally sat opposite the door, with his guests 
on his right, his family on his left. No one was to sit in front of the 
God-Box. All should sit so that their feet were not pointing towards 
the inner end of the yurt, towards the fire, or towards the God-Box. 
If, during the long conversation which followed, any one found it 
necessary to spit or dispose of a cigarette butt, a bug, or any other 
sort of refuse, the matter was to be thrown out the door or into a 
comer. It was absolutely forbidden to throw anything but fuel 
into the fire, lest it pollute the beneficent flames. To the foreigner 
still unused to the Mongol fuel, this convention could seem ironic. 
And for the foreigner unaccustomed to squatting on the ground, the 
sitting regulations were a constant source of embarrassment as 
cramped limbs would unconsciously unwind in the impolite direc- 
tions. The Mongols wisely sat on their feet. 

At no matter what time of day a visitor arrived, he was offered 
tea. This was quite a substantial meal as the tea not only contained 
milk and sugar, but usually salt, butter, and cheese as well. The 
guest was expected to provide his own cup; most Mongols carried 
beautiful little silver and birchwood bowls inside their robes and 
even I had a tin cup. With his tea the visitor was offered a heaping 
bowlful of roast millet seed and the great Mongolian staple-— milk — 
in two forms. 

The first of these, called “dzokhey,” was simply sour cream with 
sugar and roasted millet seed added according to individual taste. 

It was excellent, particularly delicious for breakfast. 

The second, called “urum,”'was more complicated. It was a sort 
of cake made by keeping milk over a slow fire, just under the boiling 
point, for twenty-four hours or more. This process formed a thick 
skin on the surface of the milk, to which all the richness in the 
liquid rose and adhered. At length chopsticks were slipped under 
and the skin was lifted off the thin milk. It was folded into a big 
sandwich — sticky side inside — and sliced into bits. It had a voluptu- 
ously mellow flavour, like sweet creamy cheese, and would melt in ” 
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the mouth like butter. Rather confusingly its outer surface had a 
granulated texture ■which made it look like bread. Unlike some 
Mongol delicacies it could be relished by the foreigner at first trial. 
It was dangerously rich, though, and could prove upsetting in large 
quantities. 

If the traveller signified that he was really hungry, the tea was 
followed by a fall meal. In the old days before Genghis Khan, the 
Mongols lived entirely from their herds and their hunting; they ate 
nothing but milk and meat and on this hardy diet made their 
conquests. With victory, however, came spoils and they soon 
learned to eat the rich food of their subjects. But they continued to 
eat such things only as long as they had captive cooks to prepare 
them, and during the long disintegration of their empire, they 
abandoned one after another of the foreign luxuries. Since the 
eighteenth century they had been eating even more simply than their 
pre-conquest ancestors, for their conversion to Buddhism "had 
forbidden game to them . 1 Two cereal products imported from 


’The Mongols v, ere very serious about Buddha's injunction not to hill Sheep could 
be slaughtered if it was done in a special way, but otherwise they were reluctant to harm 
. any living thing Even in cleaning house. I’ve seen them carefully catching the bugs 
auve and taking them outside to release them. 
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China, macaroni and whisky, have been the only real innovations. 
They have been important innovations, however, for in many 
districts, including the one where I stayed, macaroni had replaced 
mutton as the backbone of the diet, while the whisky, called “bygar,” 
had almost succeeded in making the Mongols a nation of drunkards. 

This Mongol macaroni was made either of wheat or oats and a 
fresh supply of it was prepared every day by the women of the 
house. For wheat macaroni the cook would mix water and flour into 
dough, then beat it out into a flat cake. After sprinkling it on both 
sides with more flour, she would patiently roll it with a stick until 
it was a great round wafer nearly a yard in diameter-and perhaps a 
quarter of an inch thick. Then she would fold it up and slice it into 
ribbons, tear the ribbons into bits, and throw the fragments into 
boiling water. 

Preparing oat macaroni was more of a task and took two women 
to do it properly. One of them would roll out noodles between her 
palms while the other pinched off bits of dough, pressed them into 
pancakes on a flat rock held in her lap, and flipped them around her 
finger to form little cylinders. These were placed together in a 
wooden tray with a latticed bottom and steamed. 

Various sauces were used to dress up the rather monotonous 
taste of such dough-cakes. The most common were a mixture of 
onion and roast mutton on the boiled dishes and onion with soy or 
even sour cream on the steamed ones. Raw carrots pickled in 
vinegar were sometimes served as a sort of salad, but they were 
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imported from China and I understood that they were enjoyed only 
by the wealthy. The onions were available to all, for they were 
raised in the yurts in little earthenware pots, much as flowers are 
grown in Occidental houses. This was as much farming as a Mongol 
ever did, since religious and tribal taboos forbade him to break the 
surface of the earth for more extensive crops. 

As this food was fairly liquid, it was served in bowls, usually the 
same ones used for tea. The Mongols had learned the use of chop- 
sticks from the Chinese, but on occasion would revert to then" 
native tableware — fingers and lips. They observed only two rules of 
etiquette. The first was always to accept a bowl of food with both 
hands; this practice was said to date from the days when a guest 
with a grievance was not above stabbing his host with one hand 
while taking food from him with the other. The second rule, 
sometimes a trial, w'as to eat everything found in the bowl. 

With his meal a guest was usually offered something to drink. 
The Mongols used three forms of alcohol: arak, kumyss, and by gar. 
The first two were milk wines. Arak, made of cow’s milk, was a 
sweet and mildly stimulating drink in which a pleasantly milky 
taste was evident. Kumyss, on the other hand, was a bitter brew of 
mare’s milk which tasted like rotting beer. It did not seem intoxicat- 
ing and in fact wasn’t as long as one remained seated, but it had 
stealthy tricks and could paralyse the legs without warning the 
brain. Bygar was a colourless liquor distilled from oats, the rawest 
and angriest drink devised by man. It was always warmed before 
serving, and to taste it was to experience the sensation of having 
swallowed a hot frog. The Mongols doted on it, however, and 
drank it whenever they could afford to. They also used it as a dis- 
infectant and cathartic, employments to which I personally thought 
it much more suited. 

It’s impossible to disguise the fact that the Mongols have tinned 
into savage drinkers. To say that a Mongol was in the money was 
almost synonymous with saying that he was in his cups. Un- 
fortunately they tended to be ugly customers when drunk, just how 
ugly to be gauged from the tradition that it was quite honourable 
and polite for a host who was visited by a drunken traveller to 
climb on to the top of his yurt and entertain his guest from there. 

Though the Mongols liked to drink strong drinks, they did not 
keep late hours. Sunset was the national bedtime and before com- 
plete darkness arrived, the family and its guests would settle down 
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floor-mats for the nights As with the seating arrangements 
during, the 'day, so for sleeping each person had a traditional place, 
head, man of the family naturally retained his inmost position, 
warmest and least disturbed. Beside him on his right 
slept his wife, then his eldest son and his wife, and so on down. 
The; guests disposed themselves s imil arly on the other side. All 
slept: with their heads towards the hearth and their feet politely 
pointed away from the fire, the Gods, and the heart of the home, 
^oroctmies twenty people would be wedged into this design, which 
a combination of theherringbone and sunburnt patterns. When 
one isleeper moved, the whole mass would ripple, like a restive 
jellyfish. 

rye said, the family with whom I lived had not one yurt, but 
four. There was one for the Gods (empty except for a shrine), one 
for the guests, one for the family, and one for the servants. This was 
fortunate for me, as I was not particularly crowded and was not 
constantly exposed to the risk of committing sacrilege with my 
Teet'v^' 

f i^As the possession of so many yurts would indicate, my host was 
a;iman of substance. His name was Erikgen, and he was a retired 
bandit chief, once known and avoided all the way from Tibet to 
Manchuria. .About twenty years ago he had become such a menace 
tTSt>he7was ioffered the governorship of the province in which he 
living. when I stayed with him. Accepting the office, he not only 
gave up banditry, but turned into an ace bandit-suppressor. Soon 
die. v?as able to drive away all his old colleagues, and settling down 
'%ifh'?a. 6dy.:accumulation of ill-gotten gains, he had embarked on 
‘^righteous dotage. 

I 'S vIn the years since his reform he had turned into a mellow old 
reprobate,,yery, fat and lazy. During my stay he spent all his time 
■sitting in jliis yurt, . tel ling his family how they should act and over- 
[se^g.^^ household, operation from the branding ofTiorses to the 
skimmi ng' .of mil k . > He scarcely ever moved, and all his conversa- 
itions.'whetlierr with someone seated beside him or someone down 
at the wejl. were carried on in thesame even bellow. He would have 
he&;an 'intolerable-. old, tyrant if it weren’t for the fact that his 
—ittcrest . tempers’ were succeeded by increased geniality. 
-:?;*iThere'Were two . creatures . for which the old rascal showed a 
,tbuchine : aff^rinn : ).ront» wm Ws doir. .the other his daughter. 
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The daughter was the child of his old age, bom after his reform. 
She v, as an autocratic little twelve-year-old beauty named Pag* 
mattra, who could ride like the wind, curse like thunder, and cat 
like the tide. She was never backward in using over the rest of the 
family the authority which her father’s preference gas e her, hut was 
at least a model of consideration and politeness wherever he was 
concerned. 

Like the daughter, the dog was conscious of a superior standing 
in her master’s affections. She was a tiny honey-coloured mongrel 
bitch, probably half Pekinese. Her long tufted fur and button-eyes 
made her look like a toy, a resemblance emphasised by a harness 
sewn with small brass bells. Like a fury this mite would attack any 
dog, cow, or camel presumptuous enough to come too near the 
yurts. They always retreated, made uneasy by the bells, I thought. 

Between forays the dog slept in Erikgen’s lap. When he was away, 
she would sulk, and when he returned, she would lead the w clcomc. 
I remember one occasion when Erikgcn returned after several days’ 
absence, in a cloudy temper and unwilling to pay attention to the 
little dog’s greeting. He entered his yurt and sat down with lu's 
heavy felt coat billowing out all around him. The dog saw its 
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opportunity and leaping inside roTreVwsTmS^ 

around her master’s great belly. The old b< j ;: n „j e 

ment, but even through his howls you coul ear 

of the small brass bells. _ , . t u r rom . 

Erikgen’s wife was his second; his rs a tWQ 

panion of his bandit days, a Mongol gun-mo . When he 

sons and conveniently died before he became resp • about £ or 

received the governorship of the province, c a P Qne Q £ ^ 
a suitable first lady and eventually mal T ie JLjLf of Paemattra and 
proudest families of Chahar. She was the m . though 

the mistress of his household. Her name was Urjtm, "oug 
she have been ovev fbr.y she was s,,ll \ 
features and a dear brown complexion. ,. Under her 

rare among Mongols — a real passion for c their hearths 

r6gime Erikgen’s yurts were kept in exempkry ord^, to hear ^ 

tidy and their felts swept carefully every day. P c j n 

was just as scrupulous. She was an extreme y P head( j rcss 0 f 

her long purple robe, her f ^ e J^^er sparerime was spent in the 
silver turquoise, and coral. Much of her p j-Urntelv wrought 

use of a combination tooth-nose-and-car sc , • 





assortment of little silver picks and scoops -which, when not in use, 
was hung as an ornament on the front of her dress. - 

Erikgen’s oldest son had an establishment of his own, but his 
second son lived at home. He was a solid, good-natured fellow 
named Yetenzo, married to a charming girl named Meudngal, and 
the father of a lively little daughter named XJttoval, Yetenzo and 
eutmgal were my own age and were consequently delegated to 
be my active hosts. It was her job to see that I was fed twice a day 
an every evening he sat with me, solemnly examining my posses- 
sion and trying to 'teach me to. speak Mongol. 

csides the family there lived at the yurts threie shy but ribald 
serving girls called Djeema, Nyeema, and Dunkai, a silent herdsman 

Tonweb ndjUr ’ ^ ^ in ^ uisitive or phan shepherd boy called 


aIways hdd a edition of unlimited hospi- 
7“* ! u PP° scd t0 be welcome at all yurts, and 
remained f< f gtantcd tbat the Mongol language 

have made such ,° thanks. Theoretically this tradition would 
made such a visit as mine possible at any group of yurts, but I 
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'^whether the welcome would have been so real elsewhere as 
^ tjra? atEr ikgen’s/ Being a very wealthy man and first citizen of his 
^wwej'itlwas'-a suitable addition to his prestige to have a foreign 
Most- important of all, he was an old friend of the Swede 
whose auspices I had arrived. 

!\. 7 !^%e,was ho Question of toy paying for my stay with money; 

offer would have been an insult and as recompense the act would 
not have been successful; S ihce money had little value in a country 
where there were no towns or stores. I did what I could, however, 
iiivtlie : wa y :pf arawing.' I made Erikgen pictures of his wife, his 
^ u ghter, ahd his best horses, while for Urjun I decorated two Shell 
gsfioline’casS jwith pictures of flowers— she planned to give them as 
w&3ding :prKerits to ; heriiieces. Late in my stay, when Imade a 
trip to K.weihwa, I brought back presents for the whole family: a 
thtd; wi th tin f os es for Erikgen, a lacquer box for Uijun, 
^^roomca?f6r‘-IagiiSittM— it was amusing to see how shy that 
^ggr^sivelittle'gifl was rendered by her gift; she would never blow 
if t Where ahy ohe could heaf, but she always carned it in hef clothes 
tod^yould.nde off. on the prairie' to useitl ' ' , 

inps t successful = present was one I had intended for the infan t 
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Uttoval — a toy pair of tin roosters which fought when wound up. 
Uttoval was suspicious of it, so it was appropriated by her grand- 
parents. Laughing with joy, they wound and rewound it for hours 
until the spirit, or the spring, in the roosters was broken and they 
would fight no more. Erikgen’s clock had much the same fate; it 
was forced to strike twelve at least forty times a day, and before long 
it was silent. As its tin roses were bright as ever its value was hardly 
impaired. 


The routine of Mongol life as I saw it was pleasant if monoton- 
ous. The family lived entirely from its herds, and as there was more 
than enough grazing land for all — the nearest neighbours were 
almost ten miles away — the only really necessary labour was the 
protection of the livestock and its occasional conversion into food 
and clothing. The country was so sparsely inhabited that the 
competitive element was entirely lacking. Such at least was the 
happy state of affairs in the summer; during the long bitter winter 
I expect the weather could make a very considerable antagonist in 
the struggle for existence. 

The first chore of the day, performed at sunrise, was the milking 
of the cows. After a scanty breakfast of Mongol tea and millet seed 
had been consumed, the camels and cattle were watered and sent off 


to pasture, Torroveh went out with his sheep, and Erikgen, Yetenzo, 
or Gandjur rode away to see the herdsmen who were staying out on 
the range with the horses. Then the women cleaned out the yurts 
and poured fresh milk into the pans used for making urum and 
dzokhey, while one of the serving girls, usually Dunkai, was detailed 
to hunt up dry dung for the fire. Beyond this there was very little to 
do. The women spent their day mending clothes or household 
goods in a desultory way, or else they simply spent it in talk. The 
men spent their day repairing harness or tools, doctoring animals,' 
or else they simply spent it in talk. There was not even the bother 
of preparing and eating a midday meal. A full kettle of fat tea was 
kept on the hearth and any one particularly hungry was expected 
to help himself. b : 


At about five o’clock, when the sunlight was slanting and yellow, 
the herds returned. Up over the flat hills would come the camels, the 
cows, tpe sheep, the goats, and on some days even the horses. It 

-vt rl^ t !L Cr n llke ^ ™ llcnium as dlese varied' herds took their turns 
ell and flocked together for the night. The calves were 
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carefully tethered close to the yurts as a protection against -wolves, 
and the cows assembled near them. The sheep and goats were driven 
into a brushwood pen while the camels grouped themselves aloofly 
in a circle and sank grunting to the ground. Last of all the cows 
were milked again and except for the preparation and consumption 
of the evening meal this was all the day’s work. 

Until the unfortunate events which ended the summer, excite- 
ment disturbed the delightfully placid tenor of such camp-life only 
twice. One dawn, when even the dogs were asleep, a wolf came 
calling. It had approached within fifty yards of the yurts and was 
appraising the smaller calves when it was discovered by Dunkai, 
whose job it was to get up first and start the fire. She screamed, and 
every one awoke. The dogs ran out to hector the wolf, while Erik- 
gen struggled to assemble his wolf-scaring machine — a gun, home- 
made of an iron pipe; it would shoot neither straight nor far, but 




54 THROUGH CHINA’S WAtl 

could make a most satisfactory noise. But beforeany action might 
be taken, the wolf concluded that he was outnumbered and departed 

down the valley. . „ -,„„«,rpd 

On another morning a slavering, snapping mad dog^ PP ' 
racing up the slope towards the encampment. All Enkgen s eig 
nine black mastiffs set upon it. Circling it, they whirl 7. 

yurts in a maelstrom of teeth and fur. The whole hous o 
up the chase, armed with whips, kettles, knives, and sa es* • 
length the possessed animal tried to dig its way through e a 
a yurt and Djeema brained it competently with a tent-pole. 

Even the temperament of the Mongols which might have 
precipitating violent situations appropriate' to an ex-bandit s ca p 
on the edge of the Gobi, did nothing to break the pleasant humdrum 
of pastoral life. The ideas and emotions of my host and his family, 
though sometimes expressed in an exaggerated fashion, could hway 
be identified as familiar ones. As an example I remember a passag 
in a Mongol flirtation I was amused to witness;, the serving gtr 
were making macaroni one afternoon when Gandjur lolled in wi 
roving eye. He chaffered with them all for some time, en 
singled out Nyeema and said something I could not understan , 
but emphasised it with a gesture that was unmistakable. The young 
lady pretended to be offended, by which I mean she jumped up 1 au £ 
ing, snatched a red-hot poker out of the fire, and with it slappe 
the fellow across the bottom. 

My own routine during those six weeks spent in a felt beehive 
on a bare plain was necessarily simple. Much of the time X painte , 
or rather I drew. I had oils with me, but found their use in a yurt 
inadvisable, since the Gobi winds, whirling in with sand, dust, an 
shreds of dried grass or dung, always took part in the work, applying 
texture with a far too lavish hand . * . 

My drawing was also hindered to begin with by the shyness ot 
those I wanted to sketch, for at first the Mongols thought that to be 
drawn was a painful if not dangerous process. One by one, however, 
the men bravely submitted to the operation, then the women were 
sufficiently emboldened, and finally even the children succumbed. 
At the end of my stay, when it had been generally agreed that the 
process was not harmful, I even had people come of their own free 
will and ask to be drawn. 

The fact that I was white and made pictures naturally gave me 
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a certain amount of celebrity among the Mongols, but I became 
notorious because of two other practices: I walked and I bathed. 

The Mongols never walked. Mongolian distances are so great 
that riding had become to them the only possible form of locomotion 
for man and they would get on horseback to travel a few hundred 
feet indeed they used horses the way we use cars. Of course, the 
idea of walking for exercise was a piece of decadent folly they could 
not possibly have understood. 

Still my walks did not cause half the sensation that my baths did. 
About five miles from Erikgen’s yurts was a sparkling shallow river 
with the liquid name of Sharamuren. On sunny days I used to spend 
hours in its rapid water or on its sandy banks. I was surprised at it 
once or twice by wandering shepherds and peddlers, and before long" 
the whole province was alarmed to hear that the foreigner was in 
the habit of taking off his clothes and lying down in the river. 

Deplorably enough the Mongols themselves never bathed. Their 
desert heredity was so strong that even in places like Chao-Ho, where 
water, was plentiful, they were reluctant to use it externally and 
habitually went from birth to death unwashed; this gruesome 
state of affairs is one of the chief reasons which has led the Chinese 
to classify the Mongols with the Europeans and Americans as outer 
barbarians. Fortunately, the strong sun and winds of the plateau did 
marvels for them — I rarely noticed an odour except in a closed yurt 
where a fire was burning. It can’t be understood just how good the 
open weather was to the Mongols unless it’s also mentioned that 
they not only went unwashed but entirely unwiped. In their original 
haunts paper was rarer than water and of course there could be no 
leaves in a desert. 

In my frequent walks to and from the river I became accustomed 
to ‘ the bare-looking plains and found that they were far from 
monotonous. In the pictorial sense the prairie landscapes had no 
foreground, no bushes, houses, or rocks to obscure and vary 
the view, but as compensation the backgrounds were colossal. 
Even in the valleys or on the level one could see for miles and from 
the deceptively low-looking summits a whole section of green 
countryside was visible, forty or fifty miles in every direction, a 
gigantic panorama of folded hills stretching empty to the lines of 
dark-blue mountains on the far horizon. 

The sky was more than half of such landscapes and the prospect 
altered with each change of weather. On clear days the plains 




seemed flatter, baked grey and featureless under a towering blue 
dome of sharp sunlight. On days when tufted clouds were floating 
swiftly across the sky, die contours of the plain were exaggerated 
by the glancing light and the dark cloud-shadows which undulated 
as they slipped up hillsides and slid over into valleys. 

On some days huge thunderclouds advanced through the empty 
air, as black and solid as flying locomotives. Here and there they 
dropped curtains of rain and then with a short flourish of rainbow's 
moved on, leaving a clear sky out of which the sun shone hot enough 
to dry the grass and drenched clothes in four or five minutes; in the 
emptier districts it was possible to avoid all discomfort by taking off 
one’s clothes, putting them under a rock and sitting on the rock 
until the shower w as over. 

On the rare days when it really rained steadily the country 
changed most completely. Then the ragged clouds pressed down 
close to the ground and the rain walled off each valley into a small 
and intimate landscape. All the grass turned bright green and the 
flat places were dotted with pale transient pools. 

Besides men and their herds which dotted the grass in nearly 
every valley, these plains were full of wild things. Though I never 
sasv antelope here by the thousand as wc had encountered them 
farther west, there were frequent groups of fifty or a hundred, fairly 
tame, too, as the Mongols never shot at them. Blocks of lumbering 
white bustards were common, and in the evening solitary wolves 
could be seen stalking along the ridges. In the grass lived millions 




A PEKING CARPENTER 

This man came to mend the gate of the house next to mine 
and was disgusted with the prospect of sitting for his picture, 
obliging only out of politeness to my servant. Several times 
he got up and walked away 




YOUNG TOBACCO MERCHANT, NORTH CHINA 
A more prosperous man than most of those who would sit 
for me. He did because he himself painted 
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of smaller birds and animals; larks, sparrows, mice, and a kind of 
pramc dog which the Mongols called “hauligan.” Sandy places were 
tuU of ridiculously scurrying lizards, darting and halting stock- 
still with their long tails held absolutely vertical. It always amused 
me to watch these small reptiles, for they would slowly curl and 
uncurl their erected tails in exactly the manner of those carnival 
whistles of rolled paper tubing; the ferocious dinosaurs who once 
terrorised the Gobi must have turned in their fossilised graves every 
time one of their .minute descendants did this. 


But I am no naturalist, and I was pleased when my wanderings 
resulted in the discovery of more unusual things than birds or beasts. 
Most satisfying was the day I found the walls of a vanished city. I 
had passed the place every day for weeks, noticing nothing, until 
late one afternoon when I was walking high on the opposite wall of 
the valley and the sun lit the grass in such a way that I could see very 
clearly the square print of four walls, dark against light. Having 
seen it so, it was easy to recognize a regular alignment in the low 
mounds I had previously ignored. I spent an entire day searching 
inside this enclosure in the hope of finding some remnant of the 
city’s past existence. I found nothing, but the grass inside the walls 
Was thick with a variety of bright blue flower, like a forget-me-not, 
which I never noticed in any other place; it suggested that the city 
Was one of those legendary strongholds destroyed by genii for love 
of a blue-eyed princess. 

On two other occasions I found evidence of the civilizations which 
have moved and are moving around the desert as tracelessly as ships. 
One was a carved stone half buried in the earth of a small unfre- 
quented valley. On it were chiselled several Maltese crosses, a design 
of geese and lotus, and an inscription in Syriac script. It was a relic 
of the obscure civilization of the Nestorian Christians who built 
cities in the Gobi between the fifth and fifteenth centuries and have 
since disappeared completely, that civilization of which rumours 
readied medieval Europe to build the legend of Prester John, the 
Christian king reputed to rule in farthest Asia. 

My other discovery would hardly rank with this if it weren’t so 
pertinent. It was a product of the civilization over whose ruins the 
pass had yet to grow and the sand to drift. To me it was particu- 
larly interesting, as I found it just behind the hill which overlooked 
Erikgen’s encampment. It was a crumpled package of Japanese 
cigarettes. 


t.c.w. 
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A LOST WORLD 

Through the pattern of the effortless nomad routine timeslipped 
very rapidly and I should hardly have realized its 
been for the rapid growth and flowering of the season. Thro g 
hot and thundery weeks the country almost visibly 
and richer. The buttercups and iris withered, but were rc Pj “ 
quantity of gaudier flowers, pink, magenta and scarlet Abo 
Lt of August the rains ceased and day after day the sun swam 
across a flawless sky. It was the peak of the year, the dior pen 
towards which all the colder months had built; its bnc ^, 
beauty were closely linked, as it combined the freshness « spn S 
with the fullness of an early autumn unmarred by the tirea 
which intervenes in other climates. , mc 

Not long after the first of the month, this peaceful scmebecam 
alive with ugly rumours. It was reported that the renega e ore 
Li Shou Shin, a one-time bandit then employed by die J a P‘ in ’ 
were marching down to attack Chinese Suiyuan. ter 1 
rumoured that they had attacked and had been repulsed, u 
denial ever came of a report that a bandit army of Mongo 
Manchukuan mercenaries under another old brigand, Wang > 
was marching westward towards the district where I was living. 

In the fine weather the fruits of intrigue were ripening along 
whole border. In the region north of Paotou an old tribal feud wa 
reported to have revived itself rather mysteriously and a ban o 
Mongols invaded Chinese territory. Chinese soldiers sent out o 
preserve the peace easily repulsed the Mongols, but they were as ton 
ished when they found among them, and captured, two truckloa s 
of munitions convoyed by six Japanese soldiers. The munitions 
were confiscated and the soldiers sent under guard to the Japanese 
consul in Tientsin. As a fine Chinese touch, the trucks were politely 
returned to the unofficial Japanese headquarters in Pailingmiao, 
causing a loss of face. _ 

Still Shabi Province where I was staying remained a secure island 
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in the roughening political sea, chiefly because it was such a small 
province and had no prince to provide an opening for graft. Further- 
more the difficulties in othei districts made little or no impression 
on the Shabi Mongols; they were not involved nor was any one 
they knew. The impending Midsummer Festival at their provincial 
temple was much more important to them. The local Living 
Buddha had recently received permission from Lhassa to return to 
his home in Tibet for a five-year Visit, and as he was to leave with 
his retinue in early September, the festival was planned as a farewell 
for him as well as the annual midsummer jamboree. 

The setting for the celebration was a small but charming temple 
called Sheriet Sumu, built on a grassy bluff above the river Shara- 
muren about twelve miles from Erikgen’s yurts. Riding to it earl)' 
on the morning of the festival, I found that an arena had been roped 
off before its red-and-white walls, and fronting on this space was 
erected a pavilion of blue cloth painted in white with fantastic clouds 
and bats. The tent was furnished in the best Arabian Nights manner, 
with carpets on the grass, cushions, and low tables. In its centre 
stood a high red-lacquer throne, flanked by two gilt tables of exuber- 
ant design. 

To the Mongols sociability and gossip were a larger part of the 
festival than the sporting and religious events, and they began assem- 
bling hours before the performance was to begin. On horseback, 
singly and in groups, they converged on the temple. Galloping up 
from the river and down from the hills they made a proud sight. 
It is not trite to say that they galloped in from another age became, 
as Marco Polo’s descriptions prove, Mongol ceremonial clothes have 
changed little or not at all since the thirteenth century. Both men 
and women strutted about the temple in bulky costumes of purple, 
blue, beet-red, pink, mahogany, shrill-green and dark-green, 
magenta, yellow, scarlet, brown, chartreuse, and black. In extra- 
vagantly contrasting colours their garments were cuffed, collared, 
sashed, slashed, and quilted. On their heads were crowns of black 
velvet or muff-like fur bonnets, or white cones ornamented with 
peacock plumes and scarlet fringe. The women glittered from head 
to knees with profuse cascades of silver, coral, and turquoise; the 
men wore jewelled daggers at their waists. Except for the massive 
curved boots in which both sexes dumped awkwardly about, they 
were all ideally costumed, in the most flamboyant taste, for a fan- 
tastic ballet of haughty' doings in hidden Asia. 
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Mixing with this highly-coloured crowd were a good many 
Chinese; traders, masons, metal-workers, and others who made a 
living off the Mongols in less straightforward ways. At that time 
I still tended to lump the Mongols and Chinese together as yellow 
races and consequently alike; this was the first time I had seen 
groups of the two nations together and they made striking evidence 
of my mistake. In every respect they were products of different 
civilizations. The Chinese were most obviously marked out by then 
sober and sophisticated clothes; one Chinese woman came as near 
as possible to making her Mongol neighbours appear raffish a* 4 
crudely dressed. She wore trousers and a jacket of immaculate white 
brocade. On her tiny bound feet were black silk shoes and her hair 
had been combed and slicked until it shone like a lustrous cap of the 
same black silk. Behind one ear was her only ornament, a smalt 
flower of scarlet crepe. 

As the representative of still another civilization, I made a poor 
showing, for my wardrobe had deteriorated -to the point where I 
had only a shirt, shorts, and shoes. What with my notoriety os a 
walker and bather, and my attempts to make drawings of the 
festival, I rapidly acquired the immense popularity of.a free show. 
Soon someone made a discovery that capped the list of my ecccntri- 
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cities. The Mongols and Chinese have no hair on their arms and 
legs ; mine is blond, and, as I had been in the sun a great deal, it was 
bleached nearly white and was very evident against my soiled and 
sunburnt skin. Word spread that the foreigner had feathers, and 
after that I knew no peace. Wherever I sat or stood I attracted a 
group of investigators who came to snatch at my legs to see if my 
plumage were detachable. 

Shortly before noon the ceremonies began when the Living 
Buddha appeared in a litter carried by four lamas. He was a wrinkled 
and wry old man swathed in robes of sulphurous yellow silk, droop- 
ing under the weight of a high gilded hat. His carved litter was 
attended by several high lamas in yellow and followed by a rabble of 
common lamas and neophytes dressed in dirty red. To the piercing 
music of horns and cymbals the procession circled three times 
around the temple and then the Buddha was carried to the blue 
pavilion and settled on the high red throne. After some squabbling 
among themselves for the best places, the lamas sat down around 
him. 

Before the pavilion appeared ten or a dozen small scared boys 
dressed in coats and drawers of yellow doth painted in a pattern of 
leopard spots and bound about with purple and red sashes. They were 
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the banner-bearers. The audience clustered along the walls of the 
courtyard and fell silent. Last of all, the high lamas placed their 
curious burden on the altar in the small pavilion. The stage 'was 
set. 

After these portentous preliminaries the first section of the panto- 
mime was an anticlimax, consisting as it did of a series of ballets by 
the smaller demons. These parts were taken by the youngest neo- 
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phytes, boys ten or twelve years old, and they threw themselves into 
the dance with a gaiety that was far from preternatural. They 
squatted, leaped, whirled, and waggled, acting in the way any 
children, anywhere, would to play bogymen. They were masked 
with grinning white death’s heads and wore giddy costumes striped 
and speckled in pink, blue, and green. 

After several of these turns — the effect was very vaudeville — the 
performance developed a more sinister note. Heralded by a troupe 
of spectres dressed in flags, two figures of really gorgeous male- 
ficence appeared. They wore towering black-and-gold masks, one 
in the image of a bull, the other a stag. Their costumes were of dark 
brocade, and hanging from their shoulders and waists were many 
scarves of shrill and dashing colours. Through a series of hicranc 
postures they danced pompously across the court, brandishing* 
swords and swirling out their multi-coloured dothes in the sun- 
light. The music rose with irregular rhythm and flowered into a 
shrill bedlam. 

Then the happy company of lesser demons re-entered, urging 
along in their midst a very distressed old man. He was robed in 
white and the crown of his round, gawking mask was painted blue 
as a sign that he was mortal. In Ids hand he dutched a wad of blue 
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gauze, tli c symbol of his mortal sins. In a lengthy comic skirmish, 
obviously unrehearsed as the actors enjoyed it as much as the 
audience, the old man tried repeatedly to escape. Then he implored 
clemency from the Buddha. Mercy was refused and with extra- 
vagant gestures of despair he resigned himself to his fate. A priest 
took his sins from him, in the form of the blue gauze, and the two 
gaudiest demons seized him and hustled him off' to limbo. 

An expectant murmur stirred in the crowded audience. The 
priest who had received the blue gauze advanced and draped it over 
the tangled pyramid of coloured paper and cloth on the alter of the 
small pavilion, then the four lamas in yellow again took up this 
contrivance and began to march slowly towards the main gate of 
the temple. The obese grand lama, next in rank to the Buddha, came 
and paced behind them in voluminous yellow- robes and a mask of 
black silk fringe. Flanking liim were two neophytes carrying 
bronze censers and behind him walked lamas holding a pink silk 
canopy. In one hand the grand lama carried a bronze bell, in the 
other a black scarf, and with each deliberate step he took, he clanged 
the bell and waved the scarf. 

Behind him crowded all the lama musicians, frcnziedly blowing, 
beating, and clashing their instruments. Noise' begat noise, and 
many spectators began unconsciously shouting. As the lamas passed 
under the central gate, the entire audience pushed and poured 
through the two side entrances. Like a bowl full of brightly- 
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coloured marbles they spilled out on to the plain. Some hundred 
yards from the temple a bonfire had been prepared, and every one 
ran to squat in a long single line between it and the advancing 
procession. _ ' 

Over the bowed heads of this line the lamas carried their fantastic 
paper mountain. Already the home of one man’s sms, it was con- 
sidered a natural bait for iniquity, and as it passed overhead, each 
individual was to feel the evil in his system rising up to lodge in it. 
The noise-makers following behind were to frighten any spirits 
from turning back, and when those carrying the fetish had passed 
down the whole length of the iridescent human serpent their 
burden should have been a heavy one. 

At the bonfire the dr ums began a furious tattoo. The fat grand 
lama, sweating and obviously frightened under his black mask, 
seized the ornate pile of cloth, paper, and sin, and consigned it to the 
flames. 

This was the final event. After it the Mongols slowly began to 
disperse for another long winter to be spent talking about the last, 
festival, and accumulating sins for the next one. 

By the end of August the brief season of heat was over. The 
grass faded, the summer flowers died, and only a rash of fiery blue 
gentians kept the land from complete barrenness. The nights grew 
colder and frequently for days at a time thick clouds hid the sun. The 
air was full of the doleful cries of birds flying south and often giant 
formations of honking geese passed overhead on their way from 
Siberia to the rice-fields of Tonkin. 

To the Mongols this melancholy season was a signal for increased 
activity. An extra well was dug, the sheep were shorn of their sum- 
mer coats, and Erikgen’s great herd of five or six hundred horses was 
rounded up for branding. On the day this last chore was undertaken, 
the weather was raw "and windy. Close overhead huge grey clouds 
scudded along the plain. Around the yurts the horses surged in a 
sea of restless black and brown bodies, clustering and scattering as 
the herdsmen rode among them with their lasso-poles. The earth 
was jarred by the continuous rumble of hoofs, and the air, crisp 
with the smell of burnt hair and flesh, was rasped by uneasy neighs 
and shrill whinnies. Dressed in a massive sheepskin coat, Erikgen 
stood by the glowing brazier and carefully branded each colt him- 
self. The shouting, the violence, the nervousness of the animals, 



and the ominous turn of weather all helped evoke a very dramatic 
atmosphere. 

To the Mongols the branding was part chore, part celebration, 
like a husking-bce or harvest-home in America; many neighbours 
came to help and were later rewarded with a feast. Two sheep were 
killed for the occasion — slaughtered in the strict Buddhist way, with 
the butcher ripping open their chests, reaching in and squeezing 
their hearts. By mid-afternoon the meat was cooked and the herds- 
men stopped to cat. 

I found that, as the only foreigner present and in a sense the 
guest of honour, I was to have a special dish consisting entirely of 
odds and ends which I should have thrown away immediately if I 
had been cleaning the sheep. From the beaming faces of those around 
me, though, I could see that my share was thought to contain the 
greatest delicacies so there was nothing to do but gulp it down. 
Towards evening I dosed myself with some pills I had brought with 
me for such emergencies and next day before dawn -was up and about, 
busy as a bird. As soon as it was daylight every one in the settlement 
knew what ailed the foreigner, but I got little sympathy. To tell the 
truth. I was joshed about it, in horrifying sign language. Finally 
in her capacity as hostess Urjun fetched a brass bottle of bygar, 
heated it on the fire, and made me drink it. Taken so on an emptying 
stomach, its effects were far-reaching. Long before breakfast I was 
hopelessly snarled; all morning I sat in the yurt, a miserable vessel 
of internal turmoil, but by noon my head had cleared enough for 
me to be astonished that my stomach was also in order. 


no 


THROUGH CHINA’S WUl 

As the cold weather approached, the number of travellers 
increased. All business was to be finished, all journeys made, before 
the winter set in. Nearly every night I shared the guest yurt with 
other occupants, usually lamas in red and sulphur-coloured togas. 
Having always been specially privileged — though they numbered 
one third of the country’s population the lamas lived completely as 
parasites — these holy men lacked the politeness and good temper 
which seemed innate in other Mongols; like monkeys they would 
stare at me and pry into my belongings. Their presence was 
concretely disagreeable, as I’d been told that at least ninety per cent 
of all Mongols harboured venereal complaints, to which the lamas 
were notoriously well exposed. By far the most disagreeable person 
I ever had to share the yurt with was a pustulous young one, who 
spent his time scratching under his robe, then wiping his fingers on 
the felt floor-mats. 

At the other extreme was a charming old one who came to stay 
two or three days. I don’t think he had ever seen a foreigner before, 
he spent so much time watching me and chuckling at whatever I 
did. He wore a beautiful pair of glasses, for dignity not vision, of 
Central Asian rock crystal with carved brass mountings. I had a 
pair of cheap green sun-glasses from Peking and as he coveted mine 
as much as I'coveted his, at his suggestion we finally exchanged. It 
was an ideal transaction, for each of us was certain he had hood- 
winked the other. 

Two of my other yurt-mates were a Tibetan Buddhist priest and 
a Chinese Mohammedan trader who came on the same night. At 
bedtime the priest assumed the cross-legged position of the Gau- 
tama, took his rosary in hand and began rumbling through his 
“Om-mani-pathne-hum's.” The Mohammedan threw himself to 
his knees with his face towards Mecca and began salaaming furi- 
ously. Sandwiched between two such devotees I felt there was no 
way I could have impressed them short of baptizing myself. 

Some non-ecclesiastical travellers passed through, odd ones 
appropriate to such an out-of-the-way part of the world. There was, 
for example, a smiling young Tibetan in a Panama hat who bad been 
to study Chinese in Peking and had stopped on his way home to 
tour Mongolia on a Japanese bicycle. There were also itinerant 
peddlers, beggars, tinsmiths, carpenters, and musicians. One of 
these last arrived on the day after the herdsmen had found a dead 
wolf in the next valley. The animal’s pelt was stretched on the roof 
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of a yurt to dry and when the old musician saw it his eyes lit with 
avarice. He asked if he could have it and, as the skin was so torn 
that Erikgen had little use for it, he told the man he could have it if 
he sang well. Leaning against the doorpost and clattering his 
castanets, the wrinkled old minstrel sang for an hour of the brave 
and ribald accomplishments of dead heroes, and when he was done he 
hobbled off with the skin — the only thing I’ve ever seen really 
bought for a song. 

Over the fire on these autumn evenings there was much chatter 
and sociability, with each guest trying to repay the host by adding 
to the winter’s stock of conversation. Much of the talk seemed to 
be in the usual style of neighbourhood gossip, but, judging front 
the manner in which they were told and listened to, some of the 
stories were in the grand tradition of the traveller’s' tale. One told 
by an old man from the near-by principality of Darkhan Bel, which 
I was able to hear translated as my Swedish friend was in Chao-IIo 
at the time, was indeed astonishing. 

It seemed that an unknown lama had appeared in the district and, 
going to the yurts of a certain wealthy man, demanded hospitality. 
The master of the house was away, but his wife readily supplied the 

lama with food, drink, and shelter. These needs satisfied, the lama 

/ 
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the whole province had heard of, and admired their crime, they were 
in effect condemned to a year of visiting and entertainment. The 
events of this medieval fable occurred in the spring of 1936, and I 
know that when I was in Mongolia the three men were still in 
chains. 

As another preparation for cold weather, a wedding was held in 
the next valley. I attended and found that the Mongols had reduced 
tlie ceremony to its most rudimentary form; the bride and groom 
were simply locked in a yurt while the guests gathered around to 
stupefy themselves with food and drink. In the doorway of another 
yurt three travelling musicians, two women and a blind man, sat all 
day with their faces uplifted as they intoned one haunting song 
after another. 

All through the summer I had enjoyed the music of the Mongols 
as they sang and whistled at their work. Though they had no sys- 
tem' of musical notation, they possessed a huge store of folk-music 
passed through the generations ff om mouth to mouth. Some of the 
songs were charming, such as this picture of a prairie flirt: 
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Oh, you who live in the round felt house. 

What right have you to wear red shoes ? 

Oh, you who wear red shoes, 

What right have you to worry your lover’s heart? 

This was another, less idyllic, which 1 understand to has c been 
eery popular during the famine of 1932 : 

Only a half-pot of oatmeal left, 

Out if it she makes little cakes. 

Ta-ma-aah. 


Then she's thrashed by her husband, 
For she gave all the cakes to her lover . 
Ta-ma-aah. 


The ditties had queer fluting melodies and were sung in a mos^ 
insinuating fashion. The music was always in minor key, repctitn 
in form, with an indeterminate floating quality as if without rea 
end or beginning. This may have resulted from the fluctuating way 
it was sung, or rather chanted — in solo, in chorus, then m 
again. At the end the songs did not stop but died away. The e ec 
was poetic, as it the singing had only made audible for a moment a 
continuous silent melody. 

With the vividly evocative powers of music, remembered snatc 1 
of such tunes can still create for me pictures brilliant with detai 1 
I had thought forgotten — on the open steppe under a s ast sky tu ° 
tumbled clouds a solitary horseman moves, and as his figure is on y 
a speck on the prairie so his plaintive whistling is only a tiny piercing 
sound in the huge noises of the wind. ... In the yurt the "omen 
are at work, sitting with unmoving lips; all of them hum and in t w 
close nestlike dwelling the throbbing tunc swells mysteriously ft olU 
a circle of impassive figures. 

To me these songs seem the ideal expression of the peculiar*) 
lonely quality of the plateau country and the simple, lyric life of its 
people. Their charm now lias that poignant quality which accumu- 
lates about anything departed or lost; with the fighting between 
China and Japan well established and the conflict between Japan and 
Russia looming uncomfortably close, it is probable that that summer 
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of 1936 will prove the last in which the old ways of Mongol pastoral 
life were to be practiced in peace. 

Early in September the first snow fell, melting soon in the sun- 
light but nevertheless definitely marking the finish of a season. On 
a cloudy afternoon, a few days later, an excited rider galloped to the 
encampment on an exhausted horse; he was one of Erikgcn’s men 
stationed with a herd some distance to the east, and he brought the 
news that five hundred Manchukuan bandits under the brigand 
Wang Yin had appeared near-by. He reported that they were still at 
least ten miles to the east, but were heading in our direction. 

Rapidly Erikgen and his family made preparations for flight. 
They dug up the jewellery and money buried under the floor-mats, 
loaded an ox-cart with food and bedding, and saddled horses for all. 
The cows and sheep were driven off to the west and orders were sent 
to the men with the big herd to stampede the horses if any bandits 
appeared. 

Very luckily my Swedish friend was then at Erikgen’s with his 
car, and in it we promptly set off for Kokohirgcn, a walled city on 
the Chinese border near the edge of the plateau. It was the nearest 
place of assured safety, distant about thirty-five miles. 

As we drove away we saw the usually empty plains of Chao-Ho 
'teeming with activity; the whole countryside was in flight. Under 
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a low-hanging ceiling of clouds, the dun-coloured hills and valleys 
were dotted with horsemen. All were heading for the provincial 
temple where the community stock of munitions— forty rusty 
flintlocks— was stored. With these they hoped to defend themselves. 

Looking back, our own flight seems comic, but at the time it was 
difficult to see it so. On the way we had two flat tyres and a broken 
axle, repaired in the expectation of seeing all five hundred bandits 
ride yelling over the horizon. It was long after dark when vve 
reached Kokohirgen, and as we drove up to the locked and barred 
gates we could see the city wall faintly outlined against a starlit 
sky. On it was silhouetted a company of soldiers, their guns trained 
on us. When at last they had been convinced that we were not 
bandits and had agreed to open the gates, we could hear, up and 
down the line, a faint, click, click, click, as they uncocked their guns 
again. 

Next day it developed that the (alarm had been unjustified. 
T tough it was true that there were bandits on the move, they were 
> stl ac lcast thirty miles away and as yet had shown no intention of 
coming west. I was able to return to Cbao-Ho for two more weeks, 
until cold weather became as threatening as the bandits had been. 

evert eless, my recollections of the premature departure are far 
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more vivid and final than those of the day I really left for the last 
time. That brief glimpse of the fleeing countryside was pi ophctic of 
what must soon happen, and in fact has since happened. For me it 
was only an inconvenient interruption to a pleasant summer, but 
for the Mongols it was a grim rehearsal of what was bound to occur 
again in a few weeks or a few months. 

^ Although I did not know it until I returned into China, serious 
fighting between the Chinese and a Japanese-controlled army of 
Mongol and Manchukuan mercenaries had already broken out at 
Pingtichuan, about one hundred and fifty miles east of Chao-Ho. It 
was the opening of the Suiyuan campaign of 1936-37, precursor of 
the larger hostilities to be launched in the following summer. 
Through October and November of 1936 the fighting spread west- 
ward and in December centred around Pailingmiao. Reports of 
the hostilities were scanty and I was never able to hear whether the 
district I knew had been affected, though it was almost inevitable 
that it should have been. In the same way in the heavier fighting of 
the next summer and fall, I could learn that the Japanese had taken 
Kweihwa and some of the territory beyond, but I was never able to 
find out specifically the fate of the countryside around Chao-Ho. I 
still have no way of knowing what has become of Erikgen, Urjun, 
Yctenzo, Meutingal, and Uttoval, but they are fortunate if they have 
escaped harm. Just as it appeared to be on that cloudy autumn after- 
noon, theirs was a doomed land. 

' * 
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indescribably full and variegated contrast to the silent starlit upper 
country. After so long a time on the bare plateau, this impact of 
crowded, intricately civilized China was overwhelming; to make a 
musical simile, it was like hearing a crash of sound from the full 
orchestra after a prolonged passage from a single instrument, flute 
or violin. 

In a few days I took the slow train down to Peking and through 
a long afternoon and evening sat swallowing quantities of dust as 
the engine zigzagged among splintered mountains, over arid 
golden plains dotted with autumnal trees. Early next morning I 
was wakened by a shrill hoot from the engine just as the train 
passed down the mountains by the Great Wall, sliding across the 
last of the rocky slopes and curving out on the green, densely tree- 
covered Peking plain. Thehorizonin the east was already yellow and 
showed countless tall columns of smoke rising from early fires in 
the farms and villages beyond the treetops. Trotting methodically 
over the hard-packed, grassless earth in the groves beside the railway, 
multitudes of blue-coated farm people were already astir, carrying 
water, fuel, or vegetables, leading animals, or promenading. After 
the empty plains, these many people moving unconcernedly among 
the trees had for me the curious and exciting appearance of animals 
in a menagerie. Through the open windows of the crawling train, 
the hot winds of the coastal plain blew with a zoologic.il warmth 
and richness, making restless the tightly-packed sleepers in the long 
car, and emphasising for me the fact that my journey from an 
empty land to an overfull one was complete. 

I spent all October in Peking, intending to paint and sometimes 
painting from the sketches I had done in Mongolia. Soon the crisp 
weather came down from the mountains, making the cloudless 
blue days electric with a hint of cold, turning the leaves red and 
yellow and floating them into the dusty streets where vendors 
wheeled carts full of persimmons, pumpkins, apples, and other ruddy 
autumn fruits. Released from the necessity of struggling against 
the leaden heat, Peking seemed more than ever the Celestial Never- 
Never Land. 

Early in November I boarded the Shanghai train, regretfully, too, 
as at the time I thought I was leaving Peking for good. Departing 
in the late afternoon, the crowded string of cars descended to the 
coast, threaded through the sprawling city of Tientsin in the middle 
evening, then turned south and laboured all night over the fiat 




plains. In the small hours it clicked across the long viaduct over die 
Yellow River and at dawn passed the red and violet mountains of 
Shantung. For the rest of that day it rattled across die sea-level 
plains of Shantung and Kiangsu, where tall junks sailing the 
numerous lakes and canals mingled astonishingly with the crops 
and houses on the flat horizon. Even after a month among walls and 
trees, I was a\vare here of an increasing luxuriance of foliage and 
elaboration of architecture, of cluttered towns and farms more 
tightly packed in the fertile countryside. 

Late in the evening the train reached the Yangtze, crossed on a 
arge, and after a long wait in the huge neiv cement station at 
, nn , ln K’ proceeded eastward with frequent stops. At dawn next 
ay It crawled through strange suburbs where belching factory 




chimneys loomed beyond medieval hovels, and the hooked roofs of 
temples .projected above Occidental cigarette advertisements. It 
wormed past lines of teeming streets cluttered with Chinese banners 
and festooned with tangled telephone wires, and finally slid into the 
many-tongued confusion of Shanghai’s North Station. 

I stayed in Shanghai for a month and more, making the first 
slow attempts at writing; but learning little about the city beyond 
its appearance. After nearly a year in Peking and the unchanged 
interior, it was fantastic to reach this massive structure of an inter- 
national metropolis, this jungle of factories, skyscrapers, and apart- 
ment houses paradoxically sprouting in a swamp on the south- 
eastern rim of Asia. But of course nowhere else in the world could 
have existed such a city, with its Oriental river-front of crowded 
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wharves overshadowed by office buildings and battleships; Jt? 
racetrack ringed about by skyscrapers; its flimsy alleys and avenues 
lined with American filling-stations, Chinese temples, German 
pharmacies, English boarding-houses, Japanese brothels, French 
restaurants, and Russian garages; its multitudinous shops; its 
muldgenerous cabarets and dance-halls, varying from glossy 
pavilions upholstered with plush, mirrors, and photo-murals, to 
tiny dives 'around whose dance-floors were curtained booths, and m 
the booths, beds. Nowhere else could harve gathered this swarming 
population of Chinese, Japanese, Russians, Portuguese, North and 
South Americans, Germans, English, French, Turks, and Hindus. 
Nowhere else could have lived these pullulating hordes of the 
doomed Chinese suburbs, or the unlikely denizens, of the Inter- 
national Settlement, among whom, to reach at random, were the 
Chinese politicians living on graft from distant provinces who 
could be seen gorging themselves on English whisky and French 
pastry at the big hotels; the stylish American and European business 
people who drank cocktails at the country dubs, dressed in elegant 
riding dothes, though they’d never been on a horse; the Chinese 
students who assiduously chattered American slang in .the lobbies of 
the super-cinemas; the tiny Chinese beggar children who stood on 
street comers cheerfully whining in English, “No-mama-no-papa- 
no-chow-no-whisky-soda.” 

I regret that I did not learn more of it now that the blatant, 
immensely prosperous Shanghai, through which the wealth of a 
whole subcontinent funnelled, has become a thing of the past T° 
have seen it just before its downfall has something of the fascination 
that must accumulate about a visit to any place soon to be violently 
and permanently changed — analogous, say, to a trip to Petrograd 
in 1915 or ’id. It was already only half a year before that breathless 
Saturday of August sshen the planes suddenly appeared, the fir-* 
explosives fell, and the streets, lined with the pale many-windowed 
facades of hotels and stores, were tangled with dark crowds blindly 
fleeing from the terrible corners so thickly buttered with squashed 
bodies. 

During the time when I was in Shanghai, two of the events which 
were to shape the city’s tragedy took place. In mid-November the 
fighting in Suiyuan swelled from a provinrial skirmish into a 
campaign of national importance. With the rest of China, Shanghai 
became alarmed when Japanese forces openly advanced into Chinese 
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territory and after die astonishing Chinese victories at Pailingmiao 
excitement reached a fever pitch. The newspapers boiled with news 
of the conflict, the magazines blossomed with feature articles on 
Suiyuan, and the whole town was deluged with the hysteric odds 
and ends of war-time publicity. There were drives for aid for the 
wounded, and widely publicised sales of “comfort boxes” and gas 
masks to be purchased by patriots and sent as anonymous gifts to 
the soldiers. In connection with this last it was pathetically ridicul- 
ous that after hundreds of masks had been sent off despite the fact 
that no gas was being used, it was not only discovered that tire masks 
were so cheaply made as to be useless, but were also made in Japan. 

Early in December was effected the kidnapping of General 
Chiang Kai-Shek at Sian, and from the day of his imprisonment 
until the time I left Shanghai, the streets were always full of news- 
boys shouting extras on either this crisis or the Suiyuan war. It was 
here that I had my first taste of the curious attitude towards events 
around them which was traditional to foreigners in China, for all 
this time the foreign population of Shanghai was far more inter- 
ested in an event on the other side of the world— the boiling-up of 
the scandal which was to unseat Edward VIII. — and month-old 
American magazines were read more avidly than the day-old local 
papers. 

When I came to Shanghai I rather stupidly persisted in thinking 
myself on a tour of the world, chiefly because the one intention with 
which I had set out from America— that of circling the globe— was 
the only long-range plan I ever made on the trip. When I reached 
China I had lost sight of the country-to-country schedule in the 
more realistic fascinations of going from place to place in China, 
and I had really forgotten my first scheme to such an extent that I 
neglected to abandon it until I had to test its actual mechanics. From 
Shanghai I had planned to take a boat south through the Indies to 
India and on through Suez, but once in Shanghai I was unable to 
find any boats sufficiently cheap, and with a dwindling purse I was 
reluctant to venture into any of those countries where I’d been told 
that it was part of the white man’s burden to travel first-class. In 
the end I decided to remain in China until I was left with just the 
minimum sum to get me back by way of Siberia, Russia, Europe, 
and the Atlantic. When Fhad made this decision it was with a great, 
and . previously unsuspected, relief at not leaving China that I 
engaged passage on a Chinese steamship sailing up the Yangtze. 
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The Ming Kuei was scheduled to sail on the evening of December 
twenty-fourth, and at nine that night I taxied down through the 
gaily-lit streets of the International Settlement, past pine-decorate 
stores, past one where a Chinese was unconvincingly disguised 
as Santa Claus, jolting out through the neglected streets of 
Frenchtown and on to the black wharves by the Chinese city. Once 
aboard I found the ship was not yet loaded and spent the night lying 
in a chilly cabin while two hundred coolies ran chanting up and 
down the gangplank outside the porthole, intermittently dropping 
bales and barrels into the hold below. The dirty dawn of December 
twenty-fifth was just breaking when the small ship finally swung 
out on the rancid waters of the Whangpoo and churned past Shan- 
ghai’s cluttered water-front; asleep in her swamp, the Pearl of die 
Orient was looking her worst. I remember that as the boat came 
abreast of the Bund of the International Settlement, a clock in one 
of the fog-shrouded ’skyscrapers boomed five with sepulchral 
emphasis. “Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas,” it seemed not to 
be saying. 

Beyond the sprawling factories of Shanghai’s outskirts, the river 
was lined with marshy farm land almost as flat and dirty as its own 
water. Soon even these insignificant banks slipped off towards th e 
drizzly horizon; the water became yellower and the currents of a 
greater river boiled through it in many directions. The boat 
ploughed out to a point from which no shores were visible, turned 
west, and proceeded inland. 

Flowing between horizons smudged with yellow sandbars, the 
immense yellow flood was dotted with ramshackle yellow junks 
hung with yellow varnished sails. Skimming close over the soiled 
current, even the clouds reflected a ydlow'taint. On the edge of the 
jaundiced water the distant shores made only a threadlike rim; the 
only permanency in this wide world of molasses was plainly the 
river, building and destroying the land as it twisted its course, 
making life insecure for men, beasts, and fish. It was not until dusk 
that the scene narrowed to more comfortable proportions and we 
sighted over the damp sandbanks a few bedraggled bluffs which 
must at all times be above water. 

In China that Christmas Day of 1936 was notable as the day on 
which Chiang Kai-Shek left his captivity at Sian. The news of this 
event came in on the ship’s radio during the afternoon; all the 
Chinese on board were jubilant and an impromptu banquet was 
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arranged for the evening. I doubt if these middle- and upper-class 
travellers would have been so happy if they had known the meaning 
of the event as it was later to be interpreted and they certainly would 
not have celebrated if they had realized how soon its effects would 
hasten on the war. As it was, it seemed only a personal triumph for 
Chiang Kai-Shek — it was officially announced that Chang Hsueh 
Liang had been moved to release him on reading his diary. 

When the brown shadows of night fell over the river and the 
engines were turned down to a slow, persistent slogging, the cabin 
passengers and the officers, talking zestfully in the tumbling, shape- 
less Shanghai dialect, congregated in the dining-saloon — a snug room 
containing three tables, a small harmonium, and an electric icebox 
enthroned in a jungle of tired rubber plants. 

The food at the feast ranged from fried octopus to boiled 
flowers, all of it accompanied by plenty of Chinese whisky, and after 
dinner there were entertainments by the passengers. The star per- 
former was a well-known female impersonator on his way to a 
season in the theatres of Szechwan ; he sang with astonishing shrill- 
ness, accompanying himself on the huchin, a sort of Chinese violin 
of a limited by piercing range of tone. Travelling with him was 
his daughter, a miniature beauty four or five years old who caused 
much amusement to the audience when she also sang, with pre- 
cocious aplomb, but caused me more amusement later when she 
nonchalantly relieved her bladder into a cuspidor in the comer of the 
room. 'Another performer was a young lady in tortoise-rimmed 
spectacles and a green gauze gown who favoured us on the har- 
monium. She knew a number of Chinese wheezes, excruciating 
when played on an organ, and a single foreign number, “The Volga 
Boatman.” Frequently between her Chinese songs she would pause 
to render this plaint and whenever she did, she and all the others in 
the saloon would turn to smile at me, the only Occidental on board, 
and I would have to smile and smile, until the last of the mournful 
chords was struck. 

i s 

The steamship line on which I sailed, the Ming Sung, was 
entirely Chinese; financed, managed, and manned without foreign 
help. Its craft were not so fast, safe, or comfortable as the British 
and Frenqh river boats, but they charged little more than half the 
* fare on the foreign boats. I think the ship I travelled on was actu- 
ally of foreign manufacture, but its familiar Occidental structure 
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was a background for an assembly of richly r Oriental characters. 

The captain, Mr. Yueh, was a happy little dandy, whose only 
worry was the fact that he looked like a Japanese; the resemblance 
was so great that even his inferior officers felt privileged to josh hi® 
about it. His nature was so agreeable that he always took it in goo 
part, but I have since speculated as to what a source of tragic embar- 
rassment, if not real danger, his appearance has become. Entering 
and leaving port the small commander wore a uniform composed o 
approximately one part serge to four parts gold braid, but for mo m 
comfortable occasions he preferred a gown of chocolate-coloured 
silk and a rakish black lambskin hat. His chief interest was his birds, 
of which he had so great a number that the bridge and wheel-room 
were as full of cages as a pet shop. 

First Officer Wang was more interested in calisthenics and call 1 ' 
graphy. His cabin was decorated with specimens of the handwriting 
of the sages and mottoes inscribed in the styles of Chien Lung ana 
other of China’s great emperors who were pre-eminent for their 
culture as well as their power. As Wang had a paunch and affected 
a turtle-neck sweater, his appearance was not aesthetic, but every 
morning he would appear on deck with a gaily-tassellcd wooden 
sword and poised himself at the bow, first on one foot, then the 
other, as he gracefully propelled his ungainly body through a series 
of stylised poses.' 

As the purser, who could speak some English, informed me, 

these exercises were based on the Taoist theories of the Yin-Yang 

being specially calculated to induce the flow through the body of 

the active Yang principle ^ -and drive out the sluggish Yin • By 

the inert nature of his physical composition, the purser said, man ^ 
had naturally a preponderance of idle Yin. The air about him. 




being quite free of material form, was Yang at its purest. The ideal 
state was one in which an exact balance of Yin and Yang prevailed, 
and as than was in the air and the air in man, he could best induce 
the flow of Yang through him and capture the vital essences by 
motion. The kinetic Yang principle in the air was concentrated as 
Gh’i, the cosmic breath, the breath of life, and with some confusion 
between the fields of poetry and science, this was decreed to be 
strongest among growing or moving things. This was the reason 
why First Officer Wang did his exercises at the ship’s bow where the 
spray flying up created an aura of the most active, Yang-impregnated 
atmosphere aboard; why city dwellers preferred to go into the 
blossoming groves outside the town walls to practice their calis- 
thenip; indeed, this theory was responsible for the belief that if 
exercise failed to help, colds and numb feet could be cured by having 
a growing child blow on one’s navel. 

With the collaboration of Wang I tried the first simple motions 
of the Ch’i-inducing calisthenics and regret I hadn’t opportunity to 
learn more; though mild, they were the most far-reaching and 
refreshing exercises I have ever attempted. There were no mechan- 
ical repetitions, as of our “daily dozens” or setting-up routines. 
Instead the process was a dance involving the controlled transition 
of the body from one set attitude to another, some passages to be 
accomplished very slowly, others at a single bound. The effect was 
to stretch and limber every muscle without exhausting any. As 
might be expected of a system of exercise devised in the thought of 
man as afloat in the vitalising air, the effect was most closely akin 
to that of swimming. 

First Officer Wang was also an ardent amateur gardener and 
daily sunned his pot of ferns and flowering vines in the shelter of 
ventilators and derricks. I believe he considered the lifeboats the 
best hothouses for more tender growths. 
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A brisker note was sounded by Purser Dzau, a bony young fellow 
with brilliantined hair and foreign clothes — highly-coloured s irts 
and ties, and a very blue suit double-breasted almost to the P°* n * °, 
riplicity. Dzau had been educated at a mission school and a 
there absorbed some eccentric English and some foreign i cas ' 
Thinking of the strenuous life, he paced the decks for an hour every 
day with a concentrated look on his face and a hairnet on his slippery 
locks. He disapproved easily and informed me with confidence t a 
the ills of China were caused by rich people who “did not ma ’ e 
studies but used their money to purchase bad actions,” an accusa^ 
tion made sensational by his way of pronouncing “bad” as i * 
rhymed with “red.” His conversation with me w.as largely concern 
with the comparison of my behaviour with that of the only ot 
non-Chinese passenger the boat had carried in recent months, 
traveller who I think must have been a lama strayed rather far fro 
his monastery; Dzau referred to him succinctly as “that Tibeta 
monkey.” 

Up the sliding brown waters of the Yangtze the ship t f u ^ r 
past Wusih and past Nanking, where the new cement buildings ^ 
the growing capital, glinting white in the misty December sunhg » 
made an attractively modem setting against which I have never c 
able to picture the atrocious mass brutalities which were to ta 
place there just one year later. The smaller river cities slid by aln 105 ^ 
indistinguishable from one another; the approach to such a city '' 
aptly described in a saw recited by Purser Dzau, who assured me t a 
it was a very' old Chinese saying. 

• When the pagoda is seen the town is near, 

And it is close indeed when the gas tanks appear. 

It was true that the first sign of one of these towns Wuhu, 
Anking, Kiukiang — was usually its pagoda, a white crumbling 
tower on the riverside. Next followed the silvered tanks and nake 
bungalows in the compounds of the foreign oil companies. Bcyon 
them the mission buildings loomed, sanitary and enclosed. Farth ^ 
■ back from the river sprawled' the ruinous walls of the Chinese city 
and along the waterside before it stretched its small Bund — a brick 
embankment lined with foreign and semi-foreign houses perching 
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beside the big river like toys. On the towering shores exposed by the 
low winter water they were toys on a shelf. 

During that winter of 1936-37 the water in the Yangtze dropped 
below the lowest levels previously recorded, and in December, 
usually only the beginning of the low season, it was already flowing 
fifty feet below its summer level, turning its channel into a great 
steep-sided trough. As the deepest water flowed near the shore^ our 
course generally lay within a few yards of one of the towering banks 
and for more than a week these long winding walls of crumbling 
earth were almost the only things visible from the small ship. 
Though they could hardly qualify as “scenery,” they sometimes 
provided striking and unexpected vistas. 

Their strangest effect was a negation of the sense of scale. 
The sixty-foot banks beside the mile-wide river had been cut by the 
rain and the current into forms which were more familiar to me in 
a sixty-inch scale; they were eroded into the same rough gullies 
and escarpments which appear on a freshly-ploughed field or beside 
a hilly road after a freshet. Growing on the banks were clumps of 
reeds which increased die illusion, for though at a distance they 
looked like tufts of ordinary field grass, they were really ten or 
fifteen feet high. Whenever a man appeared bn this huge scene, it 
was a shock to see him, as he was invariably less than knee-high to 
the size predetermined for him. 

But in great quantities such midgets infested the brown shores. 
They fished, hauled boats, carried water, washed vegetables, spanked 
clothes, or simply sat observing the river. Most of all, they farmed. 
Armies of them busily pitted, scratched, and curried the soil. Viewed 
from the steamer’s deck far below, they demanded the cliche “ant- 
like,” for their activities on the surface of the great layer of earth 
were heroically tiny. Their stolid labour was particularly touching 
where the river had sucked whole fields down in dissolving steps 
towards the water, or where undercut patches of earth, neatly lined 
with vegetables, had cracked loose and were tipping out over the 
avid current. 

Four days out of Shanghai the boat passed the immense Wuhan 
cities, Hankow, Wuchang, and Hanyang, sprawled out on the flat 
plain and, except for a few factory chimneys, invisible from the low- 
lying ship. West of the cities the river became much narrower and 
shallower, and was striped with sandbars on which long-legged birds 
promenaded gravely. In the low water it became necessary for the 




boat to anchor every night at dusk and to procee ery j istan t 
frequent soundings, during the day. Farther wes app cain el. 
mountains of shapes as strangely Asiatic as c 1UI ^P t j ie river, 
At first they were to be seen singly, some distance appeared 

sitting like old men in solitary dignity. Then more o quicken- 

approaching in lines and clusters. The sluggis rive ^, ver hidden 

ing; its current increased, boiling up m hummo .-hallows- 

rocks and weaving itself into intricate patterns over ot her 

Its brown surface was crisped in places with oam, an 

spots convolved in heavy, sliding discs of water. At le g • n . 
afternoon a week west of Hankow, a high solid me o river 

tains rose up over the western horizon. Straig it m o , jjls. 

incredibly led, through an amphitheatre of rocky, conc-s P ^ 
On its north bank, just short of the mountain wall, appe 

huddled grey roofs of Ichang. ' , . w nuld 

Beyond this point were the Gorges of the Yangtze an 
be necessary to change to a smaller boat to go farther. w faded 
ashore that evening in a creaking sampan as the yellow 'g 
over the mountains. When I had walked over the sloping . or 
covered with beggars’ huts and up the steep slippery stairs ^ ^ 
town, I found that the city was engaging in an air-raid dn ■ 
lights had been turned off and in the close, odorous black stre f 
there were no sounds but the scuffling steps and whispers of inVJS ' . 
multitudes. These preparations were later to be tried only too 1 1 
oughly, for this city became the scene of one of the most barbaroi 
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air raids of the whole war, when on a sunny afternoon twenty 
planes arrived and plummeted hundreds of bombs on it, burning 
two-thirds of the city and destroying between two and three thou- 
sand of its people. 

For several days I was delayed at Ichang by unusually low water; 
indeed, the official watermark, based on a record low in 1915, 
indicated that there was a foot and a half less than no water in the 
river. The foreign lines had already declared the rapids unsafe and 
discontinued their service for the winter, but the officials of the 
Chinese line on which I was travelling judged that there was still 
enough water in the Gorges to lubricate a small boat’s passage over 
the rocks and within the week such a boat was dispatched. 

It was scheduled to sail at dawn. I did not know that Chinese 
bedtime here was normally about nine and when I did come aboard 
at eleven on the night before, I found that the steward had installed 
a friend of his, a deck passenger, in my cabin for the voyage. When 
I appeared, a loss of face for someone was imminent. At first there 
was a feeble attempt made to prevent my coming aboard at all, but 
in the end I was accommodated in the quarters of the first officer. 

The brightly-lit cabin of this sailor was decorated with fir 
branches and glasses full of odd or pretty pebbles he had found along 
the river during his boat's nightly stops. There were two pictures on 
the wall over his desk; one, mildly scandalous, of a Buddhist monk 
making advances on a Buddhist nun, and another, printed in China’s 
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national colours — red, yellow, blue, black, and white — of a pretty 
girl and a monster. This was later explained to me as a demonstra- 
tion of the moral that China’s elements could with equal facility 
form either an attractive or a disagreeable picture. The only other 
personal belongings in the cabin were a huge assortment of Shan- 
ghai commodities, cheap imitations of foreign articles complete 
with English titles: “My D,ear Cigarettes,” “Fairy Isle Cigarettes,” 
“The Baby Cigarettes,” “Modernistic Soap,” “Butterfly Talc,” “The 
Girl in Moon Dental Powder,” several rolls of an article called “Red 
Ball Toilet-Paper Crepe.” 

Pleased with the novelty of a foreign room-mate. First Officer 
Liu, square-faced and smiling, made himself very agreeable. He 
helped me unpack, indeed insisting that he take everything out of 
my bag, perhaps to satisfy his curiosity as to the contents of a 
foreigner’s luggage. As he experimentally knotted bows in my 
four-in-hand ties and squeezed colour samples from my tubes of 
oils with Simian intentness, I became acquainted with his most 
distinguishing characteristic. He was a fountain of curiously 
wrought English. He proudly explained that he had learned some 
of it from books and some of it from passing travellers. Two of the 
books lay on his desk and they explained a good deal. One was 
called The Classified 'List of Miscellaneous Important Items and aimed 
to provide the student with a suitable English remark for every 
possible conversational contingency. Some idea of its scope can be 
gleaned from the following extracts, taken at random: 

Why does your father change his clothes? 

Did this man cut your finger ? 

Go one you walk too slowly . 

Mow many umbrellas have you? 

Me is always getting drunk. 

He ir in Hartford , Connecticut, America. 

Me sprinkled my clothes all over with water and then ran away. 

Don't soil my book or keep my book clean. 

The other was called Correctly English in Hundred Days and its 
aims were set forth in the following preface: 

This book is prepared for the Chinese young man who wishes to 
served for the foreign firms. 
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It divided ready hundred and ninety pages. 

It contains full of ordimiy speak and write langauge. 

This book is clearly, easily, to the Chinese young man or scholar. If 
it is quite understood, that will be satisfaction. 

To me this book was extraordinary, incredibly. In its oblique 
thnpters a whole fantastic world was unfolded. The section devoted 
to the farmyard referred to “chickens and duckens,” while the 
chapter on animals described the “tigar” as having “two bright 
eyes and vary sharp legs.” Probably I can best suggest its unhinged 
universe and the dreamy style in which it was delineated by quoting 
in its entirety an essay on a familiar subject: 

WATER 

Water is the most ttsful thing. If we want to cook something we 
must use the water. We wash face and body must use the water. 
Everything must have water to living in anytime in anywhere except 
the dead things. Toung man should do something. Toung man should 
obey his parent. Toung man should not gumbling. Toung man should 
be diligent. Toung man should be fairthfil. Toung man should on 
guarrel. Post no bill. Spitting Prohibited. No smoking. No admit- 
tance. Stop talking. Public Telephone. Please shut the door. 

I wondered about the travellers, though; for when Mr. Liu’s 
conversation was not quaintly irrelevant it was hair-raisingly 
obscene. When we finished unpacking, he knit his brows and, with 
the air of a man who knows what is expected of him, recited in 
painful sing-song several very sultry, foreign-style dirty jokes. 
“Veiy interest,” he called them, laughing and slapping his knees, 
but I don’t think he understood them. 

“The mariner’s life is so dry,” he complained wistfully as he 
switched out the light and rolled into his bunk. 
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THE HIDDEN PROVINCE 

Weighing anchor next day in a frosty blue-and-orange dawn, the 
ship sailed between two folds in the curtain of rock west of Ichang 
and entered an immense corridor. formed by sheer yellow precipices 
piling one upon another to a height of more than two thousand 
feet. At that hour it was still dark on the river, with shreds of fog 
coiling over the roaring brown water, but far overhead the sky 
was faultlessly blue, and down the snow-capped mountains in the 
west a narrow area of ruddy winter sunlight was descending. More 
than a hundred feet above the boat the flanks of the mountains were 
veined with the marks of the summer floods; the long. sloping 
beaches below were piled with rocks among which lay the bleached 
and sundered remnants of many junks and sampans and, in two 
spots at least, the wreckage of foreign steamships. 

Deeper in the gorge the mountains approached till the floor of 
the canyon could hold nothing but the river flowing its twisted 
course between gigantic boulders. Unlike the peaks cast of Ichang, 
which had been seated apart on the plain like dignified patriarchs, 
these monsters hulked together like a mob of old men, crowding to 
torment the river, leaning precipitously over it as they thrust great 
knees and elbows of rock before it. The closer they pressed the 
greater the rivcr’sdxenzy became; it raced and dodged through the 
narrow gaps and churned desperately back on itself in the few wide 
passages. Sometimes it was inescapably trapped, caught between 
ledges of rock or masses of boulders fallen from the cliffs above. 
Leaping through such places, the water churned, shuddered, shat- 
tered, and fell. 

At the first of the rapids the small ship advanced briskly into the 
heart of the huge millracc, its engines stoked to a pitch which made 
its whole fabric tremble. When it reached white water, its speed fell 
to an almost imperceptible crawl, but its engines heat faster and 
faster till its decks began to shake with die effort. Riding the 
surface of the huge current, it seemed to lose all its weight and 
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raced along in one place, shifting skittishly at the suggestion of 
every wave. Only after minutes did the engines roar more deeply 
and the boat begin to edge up into clear water again. Never before 
had I thought of a ship as being capable of sailing uphill. 

The steepest rapid, the Hsin Tan, was formed by a ledge over 
which the river poured, dropping eight feet in less than twenty-five. 
Hurrying half-way up this roaring incline, the ship slowed and then 
hung motionless, weaving perilously from side to side. 

After five or six furiously stationary minutes, a line was thrown 
to a crowd of coolies who had collected on shore to profit by the 
emergency; this was used to draw a stout rope ashore and the rope 
in turn hauled over a thick cable of woven bamboo, reeled out 
through a pulley fastened just forward of the ship’s waist. After 
considerable manoeuvring by the gang on shore, one end of the 
cable was secured to a rock above the rapids while the other end was 
put in a windlass on deck. All of this was accomplished while the 
ship steamed feverishly full speed ahead in order to keep from" 
slipping back, with its bow slanting uncomfortably up several feet 
above its stem. 

When both ends of the line were fast, the ship was steered towards 
the far side of the riverT Straining at the end of the cable, it curved 
out and slightly upstream. Then the wheel was thrown sharply 
towards the shore just departed from. The current carried the boat 
obliquely in that direction. The cable sagged and its slack was 
promptly taken up on the windlass. The ship returned to its course 
slightly above its point of departure and immediately swung out 
again on the shortened tether. Four or five such operations brought 
it to a place where the engines could resume their task. 

At dusk we anchored for the night before the first sizable settle- 
ment since Ichang, the walled village of Wu-Shan — Witch Mountain 
— -set on a rocky shelf overshadowed by a dark triangular peak. 
Mooring near a pink sandbar on which a troop of ragged soldiers 
were scrambling about in a shrill game of handball, the boat was 
immediately surrounded by an untidy flotilla of sampans full of 
raucous vendors of oranges, cigarettes, wine, and peanuts. Several 
of the ship’s officers and some passengers debarked to join the 
soldiers’ game, and I went to walk up into the town with a fellow 
passenger, a young and very merry Jesuit from Java who spoke 
fluent French, English, Flemish, German, and Javanese and was then 
m the process of mastering his sixth tongue, Chinese. We climbed 
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a slope dotted with fleshy green cacti, passed a crumbling pink 
temple, crossed a stone bridge over a deep ravine, and entered the 
homed gates of the town. 

Along the narrow streets paved with huge flat stones stood half- 
timbered, thatch-roofed, houses, their roofs overhung by the spread- 
ing branches of banyans. The enclosing mountains loomed above 
the trees and over the peaks the sky was full of baroque grey clouds. 
This complicated scene was in as complete a contrast as possible to 
the bare, windswept, day towns of the North, but in the dissimilar 
setting the same swarming people were busy, and though they spoke 
a different dialect, they wore the same blue dothes and pursued the 
same occupations with the same faultless humour. 

At Wu-Shan I found that I had again reached country where a 
foreigner was a sight to be stared at and remarked upon. The towns 
in the Gorges were inhabited mostly by settlers from Szechuan and, 
as I was to learn, the Szechuanese were China’s insolent champions 
in the art of baiting foreigners. While in the North only ill- 
mannered children had shouted “Yang kwei-tzu” (ocean devil) when 
I passed, here grown men and women cried it after me, while the 
children ran off screaming with laughter at the foreigner’s outsize 
features, or remarking on his terrible pale eyes which, as they said, 
could see three feet underground, though they couldn’t penetrate 
dear water. 

While we walked back to the ship, my companion told me a 
tale concerning a very tall missionary, six feet two or three, who 
one day shortly after his arrival in China was pedalling down the 
main street of the town in which he had been posted when an infant 
girl ran into the street and hailed him. 

“Yang hsien-sheng” (ocean teacher or master) was the deferential 
term she used, so the missionary stopped to see what she wanted. 
Unwinding his legs from his bicycle he stooped down with his best 
“What-is-it-my-little-one?” manner and laid his hand on the small 
girl’s head. As soon as the child found the missionary’s long visage 
on a levd with her own, though, she dropped her respectful manner. 

“Yang wa-wa” (ocean baby), she screamed, and ran off crowing in 
triumph. Of course an audience had collected and the missionary 
pedalled home with a good part of his face irrevocably lost. 

On the second day the boat steamed through more forbidding 
gorges spectacularly striped with sunlight and shadow, past brown, 
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yellow, and purple cliffs in whose crevices coffins were mysteriously 
wedged hundreds of feet aloft. In the afternoon it crawled between 
two precipices forming a natural portal which was, perhaps by the 
connivance of ancient geographers, exactly on the Szecbuan-Hupeh 
border. The mountains receded slightly and under a misty blue sky 
the huge river curved among them, dividing to flow around glisten- 
ing sandbars and romantic-looking little islands of dark tilted rock. 
The current which twisted about these boulders showed them to be 
as dangerous as they were attractive and as we passed them I could 
not but speculate as to the kind of Lorelei who ought to sun them- 
selves here — almond-eyed Chinese charmers with gongs, drums, and 
huchins, who should pop their eyes as they chanted shrill songs and 
cat melon seeds as they played. The only visible occupants of the 
w T ell-proportioned riverside, all of them dwarfed to the size of 
monkeys by the immensity of the valley, were gangs of boatmen 
laboriously marching up the beaches dragging their junks against 
the current, miners squatting in groups by the water’s edge as they 
panned for gold, and fishermen whose sampans dotted the river like 
water-spiders. 

Farther west the mountains receded still more, or, to return to 
the previous simile, the old men sat back and left the river alone. 
Their character continued to soften until finally they lay down, 
subsiding into a collection of rounded hills, and presumably went 
to sleep, since they were covered with a comfortable blanket of 
vegetation. 

After the flat plains along the lower Yangtze, yellow with with- 
ered winter foliage, this country beyond the Gorges was fascinating 
in shape and cnhearteningly green even in January. Along the 
white beaches were fields striped with a bright emerald fuzz of 
winter wheat; between them sprouted plume-like clumps of bronzed 
bamboo. On the slopes above were dark pines and yellow cacti, 
while on nearly all hilltops spread squat, umbrella-shaped banyans, 
especially planted in such locations, so I understood, partly for their 
holiness and partly for their shade. Under the green the earth of the 
hillsides showed a bright brick-red. The country was so moist that 
even at sunny noon a faint mist hung over it, silhouetting the 
irregular, leaf-embroidered shapes of its hills, and giving it an 
extraordinarily rich and fecund appearance. N 

On the third afternoon from Ichang the boat moored at Wanh- 
sien, a smoky antheap of grey houses sprawled in the lap of the hills 
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at the top of a riverside cliff. From the beach a wide staircase of 
hundreds of worn stone steps led straight up into the city. Again I 
went ashore with the Jesuit, to walk in the city and in a public park 
beyond it called “The Garden of the Four Seasons.” This enclosure 
contained, among other things, a campanile, a basketball court, a 
Buddhist shrine, a tall tin bomb inscribed with anti-Japanese slogans, 
and an orchard full of fruit trees just then bursting into pink and 
scarlet bloom. As we strolled, my companion explained about 
General Yang, the recent war-lord Governor of Wanhsien, who had 
had the unusual park laid out. Though he was then in exile in the 
far south-west, banished by Chiang Kai-Shek, for years he had been 
an absolute monarch in the city . In some ways he had been a progres- 
sive ruler — he caused a fine network of motor-roads to be built 
around the city — but he was impatient in his methods. Once after a 
trip to Shanghai he decreed that all the townspeople should cut off 
their queues and discard their old-fashioned long gowns. When 
the populace refused to do so he posted soldiers armed with shears 
at the gates and had them snip all pigtails and cut all longer gowns 
to waist length. 

On the sixth morning out of Ichang, the boat crawled around a 
bend in the river and came in sight of Chungking, piled tier on tier 
on a gigantic boulder between the Yangtze and the tributary Kialing, 
its bizarre appearance accentuated by great veils of mist seething 
before it — First Officer Liu had told me that the neighbourhood of 
Chungking was so foggy that the local dogs barked at the sun when- 
ever it did appear. The walls of the city were on the very edge of the 
precipices and from the gates long flights of crooked steps spilled to 
the river. Behind the walls the myriad roofs of the city were stacked 
in crowded heaps, and even before them there were clusters of 
wretched houses clinging to the cliffs and to the rocks below. 
Wedged into crannies and propped with tangled structures of 
bamboo, these hovels resembled so many birds’ nests. The whole 
scene was stained with age; the cliffs particularly were veined with 
the garbage and sewage of centuries. 

When the boat docked, the passengers were put through a cus- 
toms examination as stringent as if we had passed from one country 
to another. I was surprised to see that the swollen Szechuan ese 
officials presiding were quite as haughty with the down-river 
Chinese as they were with me, and indeed referred to all of us 
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inclusively as “foreigners.” In retaliation some of the travellers 
whispered sarcastically among themselves of “ the rats of Szechuan,” 
as these proud and fantastically insular westerners were commonly 
nicknamed in other parts of China. 

When I disembarked, I seated myself in one of a line of ram- 
shackle sedan-chairs waiting on the foreshore and was carried up 
one of the diff-like staircases through a cascade of descending 
pedestrians. After the city’s piled, medieval exterior and the slippery 
vertical alleys along its water-front, it was surprising to find in the 
centre of Chungking avenues capable of automobiles, full of traffic 
that was almost Occidental in quantity and speed, though still 
thoroughly Oriental in quality. Jamming together to their mutual 
peril in the rackety fog-shrouded boulevards were carts, buses, 
sedan-chairs, trucks, litters, bicycles, rickshaws, donkeys, limous- 
ines, wheelbarrows, water-buffalo, and motor-cycles. 

The tide surged between rows of tall narrow shops so flimsily- 
built of plaster and lath that they seemed cut from cardboard. The 
simplest were square, flat-fronted boxes with glassless holes for 
windows, but many, even though already eaten away by the moist 
climate, gave evidence that- when freshly-built they had been glori- 
ously unique. They were plastered, painted, and decorated wit}} a 
giddy taste which had known no limits except the size of their 
proprietor’s purse. Across their facades stretched ornate cornices 
and up and down ran clusters of columns — Baroque, Gothic, 
Modeme, Hindu, Tudor, any or all. Between the bands of ornament 
were phoenixes, flowers, shells, gourds, dragons, fans, lions or clocks, 
rendered in plaster. Though usually dedicated only to the gaiety of 
the beholder, sometimes these decorations were functional in that 
they symbolised the nature of the building they covered. One drug- 
store I passed had on its face a more than life-size man in coloured 
bas-relief, naked, with his stomach neatly open and all his inner 
organs spread out in a pattern on the wall beside him. 

Multitudinous banners and signs covered the fafades, some 
printed in bastard English like these: 

FALSE EYES AND DENTAL PLUMBING 
INSERTED BY THE LATEST METHODISTS 
or 

LADIES TAILOR 

CLIENTS MAY HAVE FITS UP-STAIRS. 
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Others were trimmed with unintelligible bands of Romanic 
letters, used for the elegance: 

HZGRAMISTERLXHOTELSANGYHITAIFUMX 

Many were magnificent black, red, or green lacquered boards 
on which golden Chinese ideographs had been inscribed in the old 
style, but even here the Western virus had entered and other signs 
bore ideographs distorted to snatch at the eye of the passer-by; ideo- 
graphs whose lower strokes were fantastically dongatcd, giving 
them the appearance of mincing' octopi; modernistic ideographs 
made of triangles; even ideographs which, to advertise more tell- 
ingly, were fabricated of the wares they praised — ideographs of 
socks and stockings before dry-goods stores, ideographs of macaroni 
before restaurants, and so on. 

Behind some of the false fronts were roomy panelled shops where 
porcelain, spices, brass ware, or pewter were displayed and sold in 
the traditional way. Some even were small factories where the 
wares to be sold were being made under the public eye. There were 
shops full of clacking wooden looms on which wide strips of luxuri- 
ant yellow and white silk slowly lengthened, shops where busy 
carpenters in leather aprons whittled and glued, clean-smelling shops 
where bleached strips of bamboo and rattan were woven into 
baskets or wicker furniture. I remember best a drum store in which 
an apprentice was beating on an unfinished tambour to test the tight- 
ness of the skin before driving in the nails to fasten it — as I passed, 
the rapid tattoo climbed and fell most engagingly in pitdi, sounding 
over all the other noises in the street. 

For the most part, however, these stores were garish bazaars 
packed with sleazy imitations of Western goods made in Shanghai or 
Japan — tin thermos bottles and fountain pens, flimsy alarm clocks 
and phonographs, shoddy machine-made clothing, glass and cellu- - 
loid jewellery, dubious patent medicines, poisonously perfumed 
toiletries of every sort. These goods were displayed in heaps and 
sold in as loud a blare of clanging Chinese jazz as a massed choir of 
cut-rate radios could achieve. 

Though there was an electric-light plant, a public bus system, 
and a telephone exchange in the city, the main advance of Western 
civilization as it then affected the mass of Chungking’s populace .was 
represented by these stores full of cheap machine-made folderols. It 
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was to be the same in all the territory I visited of the same inacces- 
sibility to the coast; I had entered the Gadget Belt. 

Just as the modem West has so far taken from China only puzzles, 
lanterns, and similar bric-k-brac, quite ignoring those methods in 
the common arts of life — cooking, architecture, dress, recreation — 
which could be transplanted to good effect, so most of pre-war China 
had taken from the technical civilization of the West chiefly novelties 
of a varying degree of uselessness. The most widely-known Western 
article in the interior, justifiably so in this one case, was the cigar- 
ette, which could be found in the remotest districts, but next to it 
ranked the tortoise-rimmed spectacles worn simply for adornment, 
either with no glass or with ordinary window glass in them. Follow- 
ing in popularity were such fripperies as painted celluloid combs and 
vases, tin thermos bottles ornamented with decalcomania roses* lead 
paperweights in the form of skyscrapers or mermaids, hand-mirrors 
decorated with photographs of movie actresses, and so on. These 
gew-gaws were bought and treasured in China in just the same way 
as flashy dragon-embroideries, soapstone incense-burners, and 
similar gift-shop junk from China are cherished in the Occident. 
To a Westerner it was startling enough to run across tawdry frag- 
ments of his own civilization isolated in a Chinese environment, but 
when the familiar objects were used as exotic details in a setting that 
was to the Westerner richly exotic, they gained a strikinglysurrealist 
aspect. 

As an example, I remember visiting a small provincial town 
where of an evening the local prostitutes were accustomed to ride 
down the main street in ox-carts, looking fabulously Oriental and 
picturesque in bright tunics and trousers, their hair adorned with 
silk birds and flowers. The girls from the wealthiest house, however, 
deemed this style of display old-fashioned, and in an effort to be 
attractively modem they rode on bicycles, not in carts, and dressed 
themselves in bloomers, middy-blouses, and tortoise-rimmed 
spectacles. So attired, they pedalled furiously up and down, certain 
of having attained the same temptingly exotic effect that the 
Occidental woman hopes to achieve when she dons a silk kimono 
and dabs Oriental perfume behind her ears. 

In Chungking I stayed first in Chinese lodgings, actually in the 
Chinese Y.M.C.A., a bleak grey dormitory perched on the highest hill 
in the city, built around an asphalt tennis court and a playground 
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containing another false bomb covered ■with anti-Japanese inscrip- 
tions. Here I went for the first time to a Chinese bath-house. Greeted 
by a brawny attendant in wooden dogs, I was ushered into a steamy 
common-room to undress and drink tea, then into a tiled cubicle 
containing a foreign tub brimful of very hot water. After bathing 
I went for a haircut in the barber shop attached to the baths and, 
when I found that a shave was included, I let the barber have a free 
hand. I was content as he shaved my chin and neck, but then he 
went on to shave my cheeks, my forehead, my ears inside and out, 
the space between my eyes and eyebrows, and inside of my nose. 
When he produced an ivory blade and offered to shave my tongue, 
I dedined and left. 

While travelling, I sddom had had the opportunity of such a 
thorough going over, and it had been humiliating to'-he forced to 
recognize that in this country of which I had been conditioned to 
believe the worst in matter of deanliness, I was more offending than 
offended. Whether the ydlow race is a more finished product 
physically, or whether it is because of its lighter diet, more moderate 
ways and sensible garments, the fact remains that the Chinese are 
- naturally less gross than we Ocddentals — they sweat very little and 
when they do, they sweat quite odourlessly. Testimony to this is 
home by the dogs and water-buffalo of China, who fiercdy dislike 
the smell of paler folk and either attack them or run away from 
them, according to their natures. 

The smells of China are proverbial, but they should never be 
exaggerated into providing a smell for its people. The country does 
have an odour, a rich farmyard smell of natural decay. During my 
first days in China, I seemed to smell it eveiywhere, even to eat it 
and drink it at my meals, but it was no more disagreeable than the 
faint smell of burnt gasoline which oppressed me during the first 
days afteftny return to America, and as soon as I became accustomed 
to it, it disappeared. In the cities of China the smells can be un- 
pleasant to the traveller, since the refuse from the walled houses is 
habitually thrown into the streets. But the courtyards of these 
houses, which the traveller does not usually have opportunity to 
whiff, are kept in unexceptionable state and the actual interiors of 
the houses are as clean as Occidental homes, were before their 
occupants became germ-conscious. This is probably due to the 
individualistic convictions of the Chinese, which prevent him from 
taking an interest in keeping clean any places not directly involved 
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in his own comfort, and generally speaking, the more public a 
place is, the dirtier it is. 

But this same factor serves to keep the standard of personal 
cleanliness at a very high level. When confronted with a Chinese of 
position, immaculate in neat silk robes, with well-kept hands and 
shining face, I think almost any Occidental must feel himself a bit 
of an ape. Perhaps a good deal of this effect comes from the more 
stringent rules of Chinese etiquefte, as cleanliness is indeed closely 
linked to propriety and few Occidentals can approach the personal 
control of a well-bred Chinese, who in social intercourse would 
never allow himself to slouch, grimace, blink, scratch himself, cross 
his legs, or exhibit restlessness in any other form. 

Besides having a composure which gives him the appearance of 
possessing a very neat mind and body, the Chinese has other advan- 
tages. His simple silk robes are infinitely more manageable and 
easier to keep clean than comp'icated Occidental garments. The 
steaming hot towels with which he is greeted everywhere — in 
homes, restaurants, railways — enable him to keep his face and hands 
glisteningly dustless. 

Also in the actual mechanics of personal hygiene he is allowed 
a freer hand by the attitude of his older and franker civilization. 
On hot days when perspiration is inevitable, it is quite proper for 
him to lift his arms and fan his armpits until they are dry again. 
Furthermore, toothpicks may be wielded without secrecy, and ears 
cleaned and tongues scraped without inhibition— special celluloid 
or ivory spoons and knives are sold for these purposes in toilet-goods 
stores. Noses- are emptied frankly and directly on to the ^ground or 
into cuspidors, a practice which may be more decent than our own 
furtive habit of folding up the discharge in a cloth and carrying it 
around in our clothes. 

Finally both sexes are free to clear their throats and spit when- 
ever necessary, which is quite often in that dusty country. So often, 
indeed, that sensitive visitors to China— particularly upset, I think, 
by the spectacle of lily-like Chinese maidens hawking horrendously 
— have listed the spitting and the dust as the two most disagreeable 
aspects of the country, though it has been pointed out that at least 
the spitting helps lay the dust. 

In general I should say that the Chinese have at least as lively a 
sense of cleanliness as we, though their concept of it differs in 
lacking the idea of cleanliness as a state of being sanitary. Also, to 
T.C.W. 
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the matter-of fact Oriental temperament, cleanliness never becomes 
a fetish, an end in itself, but remains a means towards the more 
obvious advantages of comfort and propriety. In the Chinese 
definition a clean house is an orderly house, where what should be 
dusted is dusted, what should be polished is polished, but only the 
few essentials — the table-tops, the beds — are immaculate in the 
Western sense; to the Chinese mind to describe a floor as being so 
clean you could cat off it would not be to compliment the house- 
keeper who bad made it so, but would indicate that she lacked pro- 
portion. And so in personal hygiene,- in the Chinese conception a 
clean person is a neat and well-behaved one whose clothes are 
pressed, whose face is hairless and polished with hot water, whose 
cars are waxless and whose nose is comfortably clear — not neces- 
sarily a person anointed with nationally advertised solutions, ready 
to be taken to a hospital without a change of underwear. 

I stayed in Chungking for a week that first time, sometimes 
titillated, sometimes horrified, but always astonished by this metro- 
polis of the West, the commercial capital of a rich but isolated and 
uniquely backward province the size of France. Walled off by 
mountains through which the Yangtze Gorges were still the only 
entrance, Szechuan in 1937 was a backwater where the old un- 
regenerate ways of China’s civil war period survived. In 1934 
Chiang Kai-Shek had entered the province in pursuit of the Com- 
munists, and then spent much of 1935 there in an attempt to reform 
it and turn it into a possible refuge in case of war. But Japanese 
pressure in the North had called him back to Nanking in November 
1935, and he left with his work incomplete. As the wealthiest prov- 
ince in China, Szechuan was still the most corrupt. Its proletariat 
was impoverished by its officials and war-lord generals— in some 
sections the farmers were still being forced to pay their taxes for as 
many as fifty years ahead. Those at the top of this system came to 
Chungking to enjoy their wealth, while its victims came to the city 
to beg and to die. 

Through Chungking’s semi-foreign avenues frequently roared 
limousines full of well-upholstered officials and their families. On 
tlic edge of town stood the imposing villas of the war-lords, built 
in the foreign style with many unexpected luxuries. One which 
belonged to a certain General Fan even had a glassed-in tennis 
court attached, probably the only one of its kind in Asia. In this 
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connection I was told that Fan was so devoted to the game, as a 
spectator, not a participant, that he had had all his eight wives 
tutored in it so they could play for him at any time of the day or 
night. Indeed, his sixth wife was lady tennis champion of the 
province, though whether wife because champion or vice versa I 
could not learn. When Tilden and Vines had come to Shanghai a 
year or two back, Fan invited them to journey the thousand-odd 
miles to Chungking to play for him and was mortally affronted 
when they refused. 

Similar evidence of the character of these leaders is supplied by 
the tale of one of Fan’s colleagues who decided to enter the theatre 
business. A touring company of Shanghai actors had spent a recent 
season in Chungking, and reaped a large financial harvest as their 
performances were a welcome improvement over the usual run of 
crude provincial talent. The General concluded that if the, Chung- 
kingese would pay so much to see 1 Shanghai actors, the Shanghai- 
landers would be equally eager to watch performers from Chung- 
king. He bought up a cut-rate troupe of backwoods actors and 
shipped them off to Shanghai to make his fortune. Naturally, they 
could not even make expenses. 

In Chungking’s pullulating streets, however, it seemed that those 
who were not noticeably well dressed were very shabbily dressed, 
while a great majority were in filthy rags. Crowds of unfortunates 
shivered along the streets, ate in the gutters, and slept in doorways. 
Their desperate need and great number were demonstrated by die 
way ragged little groups would swifdy congregate to whisk away 
anything dropped or spilled. When a house burned on the street 
where I was lodging, even before the flames were out police had to 
be posted to prevent the mobs of vagrants from making off with the 
charred and still smoking wreckage. 

or 

pockets and others, less professional, who simply grabbed and ran. 
Favourite victims were old Chinese women who because of their 
bound feet could not give pursuit, and it was not uncommon to see 
such old grandams yowling and tearing their hair as nimble 
beggar boys ran off with their market baskets. The active were 
victimized, too, and I was told by a foreign lady that once, while 
she was riding down the main street in a rickshaw, a man stepped 
up to her, lifted the hat off her head, and disappeared with it. 


Many of the paupers could not wait until things had been dropped 
spoiled before snatching them; the streets swarmed with pick- 
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There were also quantities of professional beggars, so miserably 
diseased and deformed that it was almost impossible to believe their 
ills self-inflicted. In deserted alleys, however, I sometimes came 
across them busily scraping their sores open again, like tidy shop- 
keepers who dust and rearrange their goods between customers. 

It was pathetic that, in the face of the ravenous need of these 
multitudes who must employ every scrap of material for continued 
existence, some things should be exempted from use by super- 
stition. The Szechuanese believed that when the straw sandals 
(tsou-hai) they wore were discarded, they must not be destroyed or 
the feet that had worn them would feel pains. Consequently those 
who were discarding shoes liked to throw them up over telephone 
lines to decay unmolested; dangling so on the crazily-looped wires 
were enough tsou-hai to make fuel for many a pauper’s fire. The 
Szechuanese also preserved the old Chinese belief that papers on 
which ideographs had been written were sacred and must be burnt 
lest they meet with uses which might defile them ; there were public 
receptacles along the streets from which written matter was regul- 
arly collected and burnt, and these were sacred even to penniless 
scavengers, 

Against a background of medieval squalor, the various idiocies 
of the Gadget Belt which I observed in the foggy' streets stood out 
with a strange effect. I remember a small shop window on a steep 
dark alley where a Chinese dentist advertised his office with some 
life-sized coloured photographs of American movie actresses. 
Though the ladies all wore the customary expression of refined 
invitation, the dentist had taken steps to make their charms still 
more pertinent, and stuck into those famous smiles was an arresting 
display of real gold and silver teeth. 

In a wider street, beside a food store adorned with dried snakes 
and the varnished carcasses of chickens, stood a shoe-shop special- 
izing in boots for theTibetan trade. Before it hung a magnificent 
pair made of white felt and embroidered purple silk. Eventually 
they would tread the rocky surface of the earth’s most mysterious 
land, probably on the feet of a feudal prince or grand lama. Until 
then, they were wrapped in cellophane. 

In Chungking I went to one of the missions to ask advice about 
travel farther west and, hospitably passed along from hand to hand, 
came to meet a few of the non-missionary foreigners in the city'. 
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Not long after arriving, I was invited to stay with a group of these 
people, and during the few days before my departure had my first 
and only taste of the lunatic boredom of life in a small treaty port. 
Perhaps those I stayed with were in an uncommonly bad position; 
they lived on the city side of the Yangtze, separated by a tedious 
journey in litters and sampan from the settlement on the south 
bank where almost all the other foreigners lived clustered around the 
Chungking Club with its tennis court, pool tables, library, and bar. 

The house where I stayed was set behind a bamboo palisade on 
an isolated hillside otherwise covered with the tiny fields and 
tumbledown straw huts of truck-gardeners. It had been built by a 
wealthy Chinese banker and its big square bare rooms were in such 
completely foreign style that inside them one could easily imagine 
oneself in the suburbs of Pittsburgh, Milwaukee, or Oakland. I 
understood that tire house was one of the very few in Chungking 
with running water, and the oddly-assorted people who shared it 
had nothing in common except their mutual love of self-effacing 
plumbing. The evenings I spent in this pocket had a dreamlike 
vacancy; the valuable running water came from a tank on the roof 
which could be filled only by hand, and when the householders sat 
in the living-room after dinner, toying with old newspapers, list- 
lessly reading books, or angrily writing letters, there was a heavy 
hostile silence broken only by the creaking and stamping of a line 
of coolies walking up and down a ladder outside the window, 
balancing buckets of water for the tank on the roof. 
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OVER THE HILLS 

From Chungking I planned to travel to Chengtu, the Szechuanesc 
capital, two hundred and fifty miles farther west. The safest and 
most comfortable way was by plane, but that was naturally expen- 
sive. There was also a five-year-old motor highway, the first real 
automobile road ever built west of Hankow, and already an import- 
ant link in the network of strategic roads which the Nanking 
Government was pushing to completion in the west; at Chengtu 
it joined the recently opened road to Sian and at Chungking it 
connected with the highway lengthening southward to the French 
railway in Yunnan. 

On a misty January dawn I walked to the bus station in Chung- 
king’s western limits and in company with two dozen assorted 
Chinese climbed into a ramshackle carry-all about the size of a 
station wagon. When we had assumed our positions on the narrow 
seats, attendants and friends of the passengers began thrusting 
through the windows quantities of luggage: suitcases, baskets, 
bedding, babies, fiddles, fireworks, thermos bottles, melons, rugs, 
parasols, cooking utensils, clocks, chickens, and other portables. 
The engine started, the car began to tremble, and gradually the 
paraphernalia shook down into a compact mass little more than 
waist-high. 

In the wet grey light the bus jounced rapidly out of the city, 
through a jumbled neighbourhood where stood the homes of the 
province’s successful merchants and retired generals. The bleak, 
garish villas wete scattered over a group of small bald hills, sur- 
rounded by mangy bamboos and banana trees. The spaces between 
the houses were crowded with conical grass-covered mounds and it 
was a shock when I realized that the section had been a cemetery 
before it became a suburb. 

Beyond this grisly development the road climbed the side of the 
foggy Yangtze valley, tunnelled through a ridge, and emerged on 
a damply sunlit region of rolling red-clay hills. Szechuan’s literary 
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name is “The Garden of the Flowery Kingdom,” and as I had 
visited other places in China with equally charming names, I was 
surprised to find that this country was very much like a garden. 
The resemblance was not caused by flowers, of which there were few 
in January, but by trees and shrubs; the hills were naturally grown 
with a variety of decorative plants usually found in the same locality 
only by artificial means. There were clumps of palms and pines, 
cacti and willows, cedar and bamboo. Separated by clear green 
streams and neat fields these tangled groves gave the country a 
lush, park-like appearance, suggesting one of those eighteenth- 
century engravings of the tropics as imagined by an artist who had 
never visited them. 

Set among the small hills and valleys were capacious farm- 
houses with light plaster walls criss-crossed by weathered half- 
timbering which gave them somewhat the appearance of Tudor 
cottages. At intervals there were shrines and temples covered with 
crumbling orange-pink stucco. Through this placid scene the bus 
caromed at a hair-raising speed, leaving behind it a trail of dust, 
frightened animals, and laughing or cursing farmers. At half- 
hour intervals it stopped in attractive country villages of white- 
washed, blue-trimmed houses and all the passengers got out to 
drink tea, stretch their limbs, and haggle amiably with the crowding 
vendors of oranges, cigarettes, and seed-cakes. The pattern of the 
journey was becoming monotonous when, late in the morning, the 
bus overtook an army on the march. 

The troops I’d observed in the more accessible parts of China had 
been mostly of a type which showed the influence of Chiang Kai- 
Shek’s foreign military advisers and his “New-Life” movement; 
dressed in neat uniforms they were to be seen drilling with discipline 
or marching off armed with spades and patriotic songs to attack a 
municipal ditch. These troops we passed in a cloud of red Szechuan 
dust sang no songs nor did they march. They swarmed along the 
road and through the adjoining country without any sort of order. 
Some wore uniform coats or hats, but the remainder of their 
costumes was dictated by individual tastes and means. All were 
armed with the traditional umbrellas and carried as well numerous 
washbowls, tea-kettles, flashlights, towels, uncooked vegetables, and 
extra sandals — these were slung over their shoulders or tied to their 
clothes with twine. Many who had guns swung their smaller effects 
in cloths tied to the gun-barrels in Dick Whittington style. Those 



who could afford to rode in sedan-chairs or rickshaws, and those 
who had pets — dogs, birds, monkeys— carried them or led them on 
strings. 

I understand that by now such musical-comedy Chinese troops 
belong entirely to legend, and to dally 'for a moment with the 
impossible it seems a pity that, instead of their being replaced by 
organised and mechanised warfare, their way of fighting could not 
have been declared by international agreement to be the standard 
style. While it might not lead directly to victories, both sides lose in 
a modem war, and at least the individual combatants were more 
comfortable waging one in which trickery was more important 
than bloodshed, and battles could be postponed because of rain. 

In the late afternoon the bus crossed a narrow green river on a 
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barge and ascended through a white country town on the opposite 
shore. On the crowded main street it swerved through an arched 
gateway and stopped in what had once been the porticoed court of a 
theatre, more recently used as a garage. Beside it was a one-time 
temple converted into a hotel. With comic complaints and much 
laughter the passengers untangled their numb limbs and trooped 
in a body into the stone-paved court of the inn; after the crowded 
hours on the bus, it was pleasant to be shown into a small square 
room where one could expand to the proportions of a small square 
bed. 

In die many whitewashed cubicles on the hotel’s second floor, the 
guests' sat beyond open doors, refreshing themselves after the day’s 
drive with tea, food, and cheerful torrents of that intense but aim- 
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less conversation which the Chinese so enjoy. Through the rooms 
the hotel attendants bustled, shouting good-natured sarcasms to 
each other as they carried towels and bowls of clear steaming water, 
arranged piles of betiding, or emptied spittoons. In the corridoK 
vendors of cigarettes and sweetmeats wandered, and one peddler of 
pills who, as he shuffled back and forth, chanted a melodious but 
melancholy description of the car-sickness his wares would remedy 

At nine o’clock all the lights in the hotel were arbitrarily turned 
out and, as the human noises subsided, another clamour waxed. The 
very planks of the building began to shake, but not until one of them 
ran across my hand did I realise that this new uproar was caused by 
rats. In face of the invisible horde one could think that the Pied 
Piper himself had come in on the bus. Stamping, scratching, and 
screeching, they held carnival until dawn. 

On the second day’s journey towards Chcngtu some diversion 
was provided by three professional mourners who boarded the bus 
at one of its stops. They were making a business trip, for they were 
swathed in funeral white, and as they got on they moaned and beat 
their breasts in simulated woe. As soon as the car started, however, 
they neglected their duties and began to take a cheerful interest in 
the scenery. Then the mourner in the middle was spectacularly car- 
sick over the other two and for the rest of the trip the trio attended 
strictly to their business. 

Late that afternoon the road arrived on a crest from which a 
wide tree-filled plain was visible. There were glimpses of quiet 
water under the trees and above the thick green foliage curled smoke 
from the chimneys of many farmhouses. The bus clattered down 
the slope, out on to the plain, and shortly arrived in a scattered 
suburb dominated by the tall East Gate of Chengtu. 

For more than a month I had been proceeding westward across 
China, and though I did not yet want to abandon the direction, 
Chengtu was the last city of any size short of the frontier and I 
planned to stay in it long enough to draw from the new setting I had 
reached. Just before leaving Shanghai I’d bought my first box of 
pastels and on the trip west experimented with the medium. Find- 
ing that it adapted itself to my limitations better than any other I’d 
tried, I decided to make a sustained effort to investigate its possibil- 
ities. Also, since an attempt to make a complete record of this 
country seemed impossible, I decided to limit myself to portrait- 
making. I was particularly interested in doing pictures of the tribes 



people of Szechuan as a complement to my pictures of Mongols, 
and already had in mind a rather vague plan of making a collection 
of pictures of as many as possible of the non-Chinese peoples of 
China. 

. There were no foreign hotels in Chengtu in those days, for 
indeed there were less than half a dozen non-missionary foreigners 
m that city of almost a million people. As I did not want to live in 
a Chinese hotel for a long period and still did not want to go to the 
trouble and expense of setting up housekeeping for myself, I settled 
down to' boarding with a family of American missionaries on the 
campus of the West China Union University. The college buildings 
occupied an area nearly a mile square just beyond the south wall of 
the city and were handsomely set among wide lawns and gardens in 
astonishing contrast to the crowded Chinese farm lands and grave- 
yards surrounding them; with its straight, tree-shaded avenues and 
rows of perfectly Occidental buildings, the compound was without 
parallel in all the territory west of Hankow, possibly west of Shang- 
hai, and it is only natural that it should have become the refuge to 
which so many of China’s universities have since retreated. 

After having gone fifteen hundred miles into China, it was 
slightly unsatisfactory for me to end up in an enclosure where every- 
thing was as nearly like America as circumstances would allow, but 
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settling in with the missionaries provided no more difficulties than 
a stranger settling into any unfamiliar domestic establishment 
would encounter and after having accommodated myself to Mongol 
life these small adjustments were easy. As a matter of fact if I had 
not done so 1 should never have got along so well noth my drawing. 
In the family were two boys, fifteen and eighteen years of age, with- 
out whose help I could never have done what I did. Both spoke 
fluent Chinese and being entirely indifferent to the ridicule such 
undignified behaviour provoked were always willing to go with me 
into the streets, where they would not only attempt to persuade any 
passers-by I selected to come and sit for me, but could usually get 
them to do it for twenty or thirty cents. 

I found that I could complete between two and four pictures a 
day, so at least tw’enty times a week we set out into the ramshackle 
streets by the South Gate to seize models. We brought back peddlep, 
soldiers, beggars, students, coolies, a Buddhist priest, a Taoist 
sorcerer, a midwife, a tinsmith, a ragpicker, a carpenter, a cook, and 
so on. As a general rule we could only persuade members of a class 
low enough to feel they could not ignore what money I had to offer. 
The plump merchants in black silk robes would listen to the proposi- 
tion with amusement, then snort and move away remarking loudly 
that it was foolish to think they would take so little money to sit for 
a picture for someone else when they could afford to have real photo- 
graphs taken for themselves. There 'were some exceptions; one. 
very handsomely-dressed old man in a silk bonnet like a crusader’s 
hood, and on another occasion, a bright-eyed Mohammedan teacher 
with a glistening bald head and a long curly black beard, were not 
only delighted to sit, but refused to be paid for it. On the other 
hand, a roadside beggar we approached haughtily rebuffed us, saying 
he could not afford to leave his business for my price.. Next day the 
rascal sidled up and said he could sit now. It developed that he had 
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got his son to take over his position in the gutter; I passed the place 
later and saw the child sitting with his legs rather amateurishly 
cramped into the attitude of deformation which was his father’s 
stock in trade, weaving his head in the same startling fashion and 
slyly reciting the same story of woe. 

_ Another beggar I drew had no simulated troubles. I found him 
lying on the marble bridge over the river which bounds the south 
wall of Chengtu and was instantly struck by his piercing expression 
of despair. He was an emaciated young fellow in scanty rags, bare- 
foot, with a sort of makeshift splint on his right leg. As he sat for 
nie I learned that he was a native of Chungking and had there been 
impressed as a baggage coolie for the army of one of the provincial 
generals who was making an expedition against a rebel tribe on the 
Tibetan border. He was taken with the army almost to B'atang, 
five hundred miles west of Chungking and about two hundred and 
fifty west of Chengtu, but in the mountains he had the misfortune 
to fall and break his leg. As he no longer was of use, he was turned 
out of his job. He had somehow dragged himself through the 
mountains to Chengtu and was then begging to get money for food 
and perhaps shoes for the rest of the trip. I was glad that a favourable 
exchange rate made this charity one I could afford. 

Once we had persuaded the models to sit, they generally went 
through the rest of the process without further demurring. In 
doing these pictures, I aimed to achieve a rapid, rather broad, 
impression of the type represented rather than an individual portrait; 
in some cases the likeness came first, but with others, as soon as I 
found I had completed a sketch which pleased me, I made no further 
attempt to put the specific face on paper. The attitude of my sitters 
depended very directly on the extent to which I produced a likeness. 
Some who had been reluctant to come were interested when they , 
saw their own or their friend’s faces appear and subsequently 
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became helpful in securing more models. Others who were not 
content with their images went away grumbling, embarrassed or 
resentful, feeling they had been made fools of even though they had 
earned wages for sitting in a chair. 

One very old peasant woman whom we found collecting twigs in 
a thicket near the college was almost panicked by the suggestion 
that her picture be done, but at the mention of money she wordless!) 
trotted after us to the compound. When she saw the paper and 
crayons, her uneasiness returned and it was rather difficult to get her 
placed. At intervals throughout the sitting she would silently get 

up and begin to steal down the steps of the veranda where I worked. 

At a cry or a move from me, she would return and shyly seat herself 
again without a word or change of expression. Her wrinkled old 
face made her a simple subject and as it happened her picture devel- 
oped into a good likeness. When it was nearly finished, I invited 
her to look at it. She said nothing, but thereafter she no longer 
tried to escape. Even when the portrait was done she did not care to 
go, and until I packed my things and took them into the house she 
remained by the easel, occasionally fingering the edges of the picture 
and smiling secretly. 

When I had been working for a week or two, some of the mission- 
aries interested themselves and helped me procure models of a sort I 
could not pick up on the streets. A ’doctor who ran a clinic in the 
city invited me to come and pick sitters from among his patients 
and here I was able to do men of a more prosperous kind; when I 
•had selected one, he would be railroaded in to me by the internes and 
told that if he didn’t sit there would be no treatment to-day. Three 
ladies who ran a girls’ school, which was considered the most stylish 
academy in West China and was attended by the daughters of many 
wealthy officials and several minor war-lords, suggested that, 
as I had not yet drawn any young women of a proper sort, I 
should choose a few models from among their pupils. There were 
numerous other kindnesses; indeed the nicest compliment on my 
painting I ever received came from a missionary lady encountered 
here. She was a fat and jolly spinster from the heart of the Bible 
Belt. 

“Oh, boy!” she gurgled. “Some of these pictures just hit me all 
over.” 

I was strongly advised to stay in Chcngtu through February to 
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avoid travelling during the celebration of the New Year. In the old 
Chinese calendar there were no holidays during the bulb of the year; 
the nation simply worked for eleven months and then went on 
vacation together for the twelfth. So far in the interior the old way 
prevailed. February remained a month during which little was done 
and for the two middle weeks all business was suspended. Besides 
being a time of celebration, this was a period of financial reckoning; 
and all through the festival the country was considered unsafe, as 
many whose debts exceeded their assets customarily tried raising the 
money by amateur brigandage. 

The previous winter in Peking I had celebrated the Chinese New 
Year quite thoroughly, for in the house where I was living, the 
servants had been given permission to observe the occasion as they 
pleased, and five dollars with which to do so. They garlanded the 
house with sprigs of pine and bamboo, pasted red papers printed 
with good wishes on all the gates and cupboards, and erected in the 
dining-room a small altar on which they placed pictures of the house- 
hold gods, incense, and offerings of fruit. On New Year’s Eve they 
stayed up gambling and shooting off fireworks and at midnight 
invited us into the courtyard to kow-tow while a picture of the 
kitchen-god was burnt with a salvo of five crackers, sending the 
deity off to make his report on the year’s events in the household. 
Only at three in the morning were the celebrations concluded when 
we were awakened again to eat bowls of soup, full of meat cakes, to 
bring luck. 

Needless to say, no such heathenish goings-on took place in the 
compound where I spent my second Chinese New Year. Still it was 
pleasant to walk through the dark and empty streets of Chengtu on 
New Year’s Eve, noting the singular hush and seeing the cosy, 
private-looking glow of lights which glimmered through the 
shutters behind which each family sat eating and celebrating by 
itself. On New Year’s Day, too, the streets were attractive, bright 
with scarlet New Year’s placards and full of holiday loiterers in 
vivid new blue clothes ; it was customary for the coolies to wear their 
annual change of clothes for the first time on this day. 

Every afternoon of my time in the city, when I had finished 
drawing, I walked into Chengtu to be refreshed by the tumultuous 
life of the streets and by the cigarettes which were unwelcome in the 
compound where I lived. 


Between the college and the South Gate stretched crowded grave- 
yards and rich fields of reddish earth, lined with green rows of winter 
crops. Along the river by the dty wall were lumberyards and lines 
of wattled shops and inns; in the riverside groves between them old 
men wandered with their caged birds or sat in the sunlight rolling 
polished walnuts about their palms to keep their fingers supple. On 
the riverbanks beggars fished, soldiers washed their horses, and 
housewives their vegetables. 

Beyond an arching stone bridge rose the tall city gate, guarded 
by spruce Central Government soldiers and adorned with posters 
from Nanking advising the dtizenry to brush their teeth and drink 
boiled water, as wdl as local prodamations ordering them to pay 
thdr taxes and hate the Japanese. Inside the walls were meandering 
residential alleys lined with high grey-and-white stucco walls, quiet 
except for the noise of children and the cries of wandering peddlers, 
but between them a turbulent street of wooden shops led to the 
centre of town. 

Side by side here were raucous tea-shops full of loungers sprawl- 
ing in bamboo casy-chairs and listening to the chant of professional 
story-tellers; spice-shops lined with rows of fat bluc-and-white 
crockery jars; wholesale rice-shops with waist-higli piles of the pale 
grain lying on straw mats or heaped in baskets; sweet-shops where 
half-naked coolies pulled huge masses of ydlow tafiy on hooks 
driven into the walls; shoe-shops where child apprentices glued 
together scraps of many-colourcd rags, layer upon layer, to make 







? w qkifarer 

( X ) n WffeflWTrf '^T-TR^Tl' ‘T£W fe fTRT StT WR 

w sefen ^ gsrc, wife % -tt-t tht w wwt ^t it wi | i 

(^) wrt-iiwfe wnimcrfe^wr wfi snfe % s^rw *r mk 
*nfwi w wfe # gm |, '•i^mcn’:’ n ^ nfen ?rff 1 1 

( 3 ) mnw iffq ^mmi tr^wr wnw it srwt^ fun % 
firn^t, (3 t^ 5 j 5 .s, sto =3 1 1) , ffeg f n srrw: 
FW Tii smr ^ trw ^ ^[? t ^ | (sw W. ’°-.) * 

(v) ^Tipffeff ?r<TT $ otT % ^ xTCTWvR ITTT^T fe VTFTWWT STWt ifeffeF 
fefe w qff #?crr, wfe fewrwi <’ w w ww wi^fvr =rr w 1 1 
(v.) ^imfe'-T(3To ^i3\3-'-U)ii ’vrr^i^^nfewrwwrwrt, 
‘ijwnrwn:' % qrfe it w 5FfeT w %wr <fer wki ( Vi'i-Viu) k 17 ffsft *r 
fen - 1 1 

(•h) fewiw?;' % qtfc k % ‘•few wc wfe % wwi ^?fe 
wrfe wr ^fe srwr w fefer wfer fern | (w? 33 o-=b.y) i 

(vs) vife ww % wht w ffr^ferim wreqfti^witFRWT (^° 

*r wft |, <n?3 fewTWK’ if ^ reft ^ 1 1 
^-wnfewfvxfr w snrcgt (vw-^° ? ) : wrwffe (stww 
?y, sv., w) if ?^r sRfe w wfagan- 1 1 ftffr sraffi qft *stft ^wi n grw 
1 1 fewiTWfe % SRPTif W-EPT ffeWWT gfe gt* qupr amTpf sftffep 
sffe ^fepr^T 1 1 

anw ^^R^snsrofeTciV wch wn (yo^-yos;) : w 

ST£FrW^'WWrW^% : ?Vsf3TWTJT?r|STT|| ‘WFRFPrc’it ^5^ fWT 

w ott sr^5iTT^?r srfw +-wrt (tarfe qfr srinqtt vw % vwfew 

qrwTqRfrw w srFwF'fft q;<qwi |, fe?rw^^r fewTMtfK k |3tt i . 

^y. awHwqit^-w’gfeqiPc^mT (vo^-y^o) : ^ jRfrrwwFr 
wot % k 3tww 5r fan | sik krki wni h st^ft wqfer w 3M 

1 1 it, ‘ftWR 1 it 1OTI wvrr % VTIF Ffe if FWT W% W% |, fer^ WFW- 
vfiR y>-^ ^ft^TT it WF % TTF % WETT ^ I 

^V.. SW^tqTEpt^FTcTWFt (Y^^-YYo) sr^n WFW JWW 
F Ffi | ) ^Tlt % 'WWW5T-?:’ W 'KWFY£I’ 5TRrv»T itETT | I 5F^T 

ttt-W! w W ’qiY % w ^ if STWI 1 1 

spar xm FWPT (VY^-vsV^) : '^RT-few’ fFtrrrWTE; W ir^?ww 

sfk VilFR? TOUf^- rfft ?HPTTrHlt| I 'pr^^rwrar' 

WWtf 3£FT (wrewfe I 3IWF1 ^5.-^^) W ^ FIW^T WRvir | sfY£ ^fe 
3TF5K TT ?Sa % -tffep qrfeql % 3FfqV frfeiff W ferife fWT | | 'irWRcTK’ 






qfuqqT swtopw ns. 

PfRT %$$% qtqqq # 
^tt ^mf q\%* qsmqqiq xft gf % faq% qq?qqq qg qqqq *roq 
mr nt 1 1 qf% gq 'qcqrqqn;' % kq-w’ qfr srpr totr! m fqq- 
T°T 3ft — 

^ kfro k t^kt qtfgg' toxt, 
’ftfipff *pt to k tow* qq q % mq qgqqT, ?iw qq sir qk?r % Pro; 

^!T, 3qW $W % qR aTTO qH<: JT^PT 5T3R qrTO, qg; ?JWT fcq q*RT 
qHT qk TrqqiqT SfTTTq WTO TOfrof % iRpRRDT % faq qjRH ^T 
qqrqfq fPTT, qtPqzff qq fkg, ^ JPT TO qqsgtqTqkqtfaqf TO 
^PTT. W^qqj^-^^q qRqT, TO THHrftqT TO^T qk fqqiq% fTO 
^STRT, qr^ T % fjpqft cr 3TI q T) q$j qr T grciq qq if ^qq 

’TtpRT snqjq q q g-?qr, ww TOTqHq? $r SW iTO ?TW fvTO 3fhc 
TO gqq TOTT, TT^TT % TOT grcq^FT fqgTT, qgTOTO TOW% TOT 

l 5 ®! ^>t qkrr tott, ?rqr qrr wm, $cor to faTOepr to rirt to qqk % 
fwtr irror, trt to q srteqr, to qqqqi to tiro-mro %toc wi qk fro 

^ Tiqr TO q qTTOT, ^cTcf: $raq TO TOT TOTO TITO TOTO TO*% vfHT 3?k 
T*'- TOTOT TOTOT, mfe I 

'$WRcik % ‘TITO 35f' k Vi TOTT3TT if *f qpTTOq TO TOTO W 
^cnrriq k 'Trq-TTOTOTqV' % qff 1 1 ?*k qfqfrTO to ^tkf qmff t faro- 
Fqfror fPqro Fq%q gcqcq | — 

( ? ) '#wrrTOk q xim # ^5TO m I, mqmr Riq i( TRr 

^ I 

(^) qpR^r if TO«rk Ct% % 75rn^ ^cq q? qq: qqr ^ |, eft 
mFqqf % qqq ^rqfqqim q aftmftq trq qr-qT-qffr >si? 1 1 feg 
'W^tttot’ q krr Fttot qfr | q^r qt qr^r^q mqq % qmq stt^ot qr^r 
ftr fwr <h. ntfqqf % qiq qq qqrr qrr^q ^ |, qf qfmir ?mqiFq^| i 

( ) qmmr % ‘W'HrqT' qm Tfq-qki qqq % qrorfr trt q^F^r 
aTOg^ |q#sin^Tr tott| qf| (qo 

'frwrreqrc’ if ^r mr^r qr srrmqqqr qfr mrqf qf i 

(v) rnTOf q 'Trq-qkrr’ qk kq-Fq^Kkr to qfqm qqq | qk 
qq TO-Tifq mu f?r qrfk wto | '^tottott' if vj qkiaff^r 
TOqq^t i 

(v.) qq 5R qtfqqf% frq qxr qqq qqq^q (qo ^vio 0 .^^) if 
fwrr % fqqT qqr |, fkg ’fTOq^R’ % ^fq q qqq %qq qqq-^FcT 
% fqq ff gf qqq q (#? %yx-‘\'*z ) fku 1 1 



OVER THE HILLS 


i6r 

soles for slippers; wet food-shops where heaps of green vegetables 
lay glistening on the damp pavement; dry shops with trays of seeds 
and nuts, dried ginger, dried peppers, dried figs, and dried octopi, 
and sometimes straw sandals, firecrackers, candles, toilet-paper, and 
kindling-wood as well. This street of stores was always noisy with 
cries, laughter, the shuffle of feet, the screech of the oilless wooden 
axles of water-carts, the jingle of the small bells on coal-carts, or the 
vibrating clang with which itinerant street barbers advertised their 
approach — this was an oddly penetrating noise made by drawing a 
rod rapidly up through a long pair of metal tweezers. Farther in 
towards the centre of the city the crowding sounds were augmented 
by the clack and clatter of wooden silk looms, the tapping and 
filing of metal-workers, the spasmodic gargling of engines in hidden 
garages, and the distinct ting-ting-tsing made by the plucking of 
the odd wood and wire tools, like long violin bows, used to fluff 
"out cotton for the stuffing of pillows and quilts. 

About a mile and a half in from the gate, the street widened and 
the traffic quickened with shoals of rickshaws, weaving bicycles, and 
a considerable number of new foreign automobiles. The buildings 
here were of three of more stories, with fanciful plaster fa fades 
partially covered by blue awnings hung from their eaves. In their 
open ground floors were big bazaars full of fine silk or china; also 
clothing-stores with complete stocks of foreign apparel; book stores 
hung with patriotic, educational, and seductive posters; drug stores 
selling such Western products as Baby’s Own Tablets, Odorono, 
contraceptives, Pinkettes, and gas-masks, -and more conservative 
pharmacies which offered wapiti-homs, mandrakes, dried toadskins, 
and mummified vipers coiled up in little silk-lined glass boxes. In 
this central section were the big restaurants and theatres, and here 
at all hours of the day and much of the night walked swarming 
multitudes in blue robes, arguing, bargaining, eating, idling, in the 
stridently exuberant clamour of Chinese music spewed from hun- 
dreds of radios in the open stores. 

My favourite walk, however, was to the public park west of the 
main street, a pleasaunce which was once a garden in the traditional 
Chinese style, with rockeries and camel-back bridges, but which had 
more recently been altered into a triumphant apotheosis of the 
culture of the Gadget Belt. Crowded together here in an area about 
the size of a city block, crawling always with holiday-makers, were 
gaudy bandstands, tea-houses, toilets, grottoes, bowling-alleys, 
T.C.W. 
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pleasure-domes, and pool-parlours. There was a Gothic arbour 
which contained a zoo, and a rococo pavilion housing a museum of 
military objects ranging from quilted Ming armour to hand 
grenades. There was a garish movie house, directly behind which 
were lodgings for Living Buddhas visiting from Tibet. There was 
a small formal garden in the Versailles manner, and a bicycle rink 
where the up-to-date youths of Chengtu rode hired: wheels round 
and round until they were dizzy, and jubilantly sounded their 
klaxons until passers-by were deaf. 

Towering fittingly over this hurlyburly was a monument 
celebrating the completion of a railway which had never been built, 
a spike of an architecture as arresting as its history. Its plaster 
heights rose nearly a hundred feet to an undersized cupola of purple 
tiles and were decorated with big bas-reliefs of railway equipment 
— a switch, a section of track, and so on — which with a modicum of 
distortion had been made to form Chinese characters of auspicious 
meaning. At the base of the column was a larger bas-relief of a train, 
with a stone locomotive which suggested a baby carriage containing 
a barrel and a telephone booth, and a coal car which was Noah’s Ark 
on wheels. Blatandy unstreamlined, the train was striped with 
bands of acantnus leaf and egg-and-dart moulding; its smoke-stack 
had a floral border. The miraculous wagon was equipped with 
golden wheels and bells and, as I remember, emitted a chaste puff of 
guilded smoke. 

This memorial was an interesting by-product of the affair which 
overturned the Manchu dynasty. Ever since the time when the first 
railway was built in China there had been plans for the opening of 
the immensely-rich province of Szechuan by a line from Hankow to 
Chengtu, and in 1910-n the necessary money was raised by sub- 
scription in Szechuan and Hupeh. A course was plotted through the 
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Gorges along the north bank of the Yangtze, an elegant station was 
built in Ichang, a commodious station hotel was constructed in 
Chungking, and this shaft was thrown up in Chengtu. Before more 
than a few miles of track had been laid, however, the Government 
in Peking awoke to the potentialities of the project and declared that 
when finished the railway would be Imperial property. At this the 
Szechuanese rebelled and, as the time was ripe, their action led to a 
nation-wide revolt. 

The Chengtu revolutionaries were fantastically colourful in the 
Szechuanese manner — they costumed themselves as heroes of the 
stage and their energies were chiefly occupied in tying ropes across 
the main streets so that when Imperial officials rode by in their 
litters they would have to get down and crawl under, losing face. 
Though the revolution as it spread became serious enough, its 
effect on the project which had begun it was also in the legendary 
celestial style; in the uproar the man in charge of the railway funds 
absconded with them to the International Settlement in Shanghai, 
where, as I understand, he is still living in a lavish manner. No 
more work was done on the railway. 

During those winter weeks I came to know Chengtu quite well 
and should judge that it will eventually be chosen the capital of 
New China. Its inaccessibility is now an advantage and the nature 
of its plan and location make it a more ’suitable city than over- 
crowded Chungking, or Kweiyang or Yunnan Fu, both of which are 
in territory too unproductive to support a metropolis. If the 
Government does establish itself in Chengtu, it will not be a new 
thing for the city. It was a capital during the period of the Three 
Kingdoms and its plan retains an Imperial scale. In its centre there 
are still the walls of a former Forbidden City which, when I was 
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there, enclosed a provincial university. In this connection I under- 
stood even then that the college was to be ousted and a large civic 
centre would be built in its place. As funds for the construction were 
to come from Nanking, it was presumable that even before the war 
the Government had its eye on Chengtu as its seat if it should be 
forced to move west. 

While I was in Chengtu, however, the city hardly seemed an 
ideal place of national refuge. The trouble had begun when Chiang 
Kai-Shek was imprisoned at Sian. General Liu Hsiang, the number 
one war-lord of Szechuan until 1935 when Chiang marched in, had 
decided that this was a Heaven-sent opportunity for throwing off 
Central Government control and reasserting his old power. General 
Liu was a typical old-style war-lord; though he was progressive 
enough to like ice-cream and drive a Packard, he nevertheless relied 
in all decisions on the advice of a soothsayer known as Fairy Liu, 
who read the future in the entrails of animals. The chief obstacle to 
his revolt was a detachment of loyal Central Government troops 
which Chiang had left in Chengtu against just such an emergency. 
They were quartered in a military school in the north city and on 
Christmas Day itself, General Liu, on the advice of Fairy Liu, had 
the school surrounded by his provincial troops. The attack was 
scheduled for nine in the evening, but at five in the afternoon 
word came through that Chiang Kai-Shek had been released. Declar- 
ing that he had a headache, General Liu postponed the war and went 
to the country for a rest. 

After this fiasco which had deplorably revealed so much that 
should have been kept secret, several of the minor provincial generals 
formed a clique to get rid of Liu Hsiang and to drive out the Central 
Government, too, if the opportunity should offer; all these factions 
had troops in the city and while they invited each other to start 
something, Chengtu passed a jumpy winter. At New Year’s time 
the customary fireworks were strictly forbidden, lest the noise of 
firecrackers be used as a cloak for a surprise revolt. Several times 
during February the number of troops policing the streets was 
increased and sometimes the gates were arbitrarily shut in the day- 
time as the rumours began to fly. One afternoon when I walked into 
the city I found barbed-wire barricades piled in readiness by the city 
wall and soldiers posted twenty or thirty feet apart all down the 
centre of the big streets. On a morning later in the month, when 
some guns were fired in test at the arsenal, the city was convinced 



for hours that civil war had actually begun and uneasy groups 
congregated in the streets to listen for more explosions. 

Toward the end of my stay in Chengtu, I was pleased to find that 
I could get a few tribes people to sit for me. There were a number of 
aborigines from the mountains to the west who lived in the city, 
making their living as masons. The Chinese of Szechuan tradition- 
ally built their houses of wood, wicker, and stucco, and consequently 
there were few good Chinese masons ; when stone work was needed 
for modem buildings or the linings of wells, these mountain- 
dwelling aborigines, who always built their own houses of stone 
and were hence expert masons, were employed. When X first arrived 
in Chengtu, I thought such tribal workmen rare, and, contracting 
with a sharp curio-dealer of tribal blood to supply me with models, 
I fell into an unsatisfactory situation. He would not bring models 
for less than two dollars apiece and even so brought very few — only 
those who would agree to give him a sizable cut, I concluded. One 
day in the market, however, I found myself followed by an inquisi- 
tive tribesman. Turning the tables, I followed him. When I dis- 
covered where he lodged, I returned to visit him with one of the boys 
from the mission and asked him to come and sit. He was not only 
delighted to come, but also brought a number of his friends and 
later passed the word along to such an extent that before long 
groups would come to the mission almost eveiy day, eager to try 
this strange but easy way of earning money. 

Most of them were of the Heh-Sui, -or -Black- Water, tribe from 
the mountains in the extreme north-western comer of the province. 
Though I understood there were always a certain number on the 
plain, that year there were more than usual since the Chinese 
Communists and the Government troops who were pursuing them 
had recently been through their country and many of their villages 
had been burnt, and their lands ruined, by one side or another. 

There were also members of the Chiang and Hsifan. tribes, as 
well as a few pure Tibetans; they were all monkey-like little people 
in bulky burlap garments, both men and women decked in crudely 
handsome coral and silver rings and necklaces, with their long hair 
dressed in braids. When they came to be drawn, they would chatter 
incessantly in their birdlike tongue and show much delighted 
curiosity about the foreign fittings of the mission compound. For 
speed and simple effect I did their portraits without backgrounds 
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and in a way that was a loss, as the incongruity of their barbarous 
appearance on the prim porches of the mission was striking. 

Against such a background their behaviour seemed equally 
strange. One old Tibetan lama had apparently forced himself to 
come only to still the urgings of avarice; he seemed in mortal, 
terror all through the sitting and crouched away from me between 
two wicker porch chairs, chanting protective prayers which he read 
from a curious board-bound book. Another lama, of tribal extrac- 
tion, was of exactly the opposite disposition. He could hardly be 
forced to stand in front of me, so anxious was he to look over my 
shoulder. He chatted gaily to himself all through the sitting and 
when it was over gave me two presents — a piece of hard brown gum 
stamped with an image of Buddha and a handful of shrivelled black 
pellets, which he presented as if they were of great value, though 
they seemed to me to be only dried rabbit droppings. Later I learned 
from a Tibetan scholar that they were made of dust and the feces of 
the great Living Buddha at Lhassa. 

Most engaging of all was a wizened old tribeswoman who 
through her streams of unintelligible chatter displayed such a cheer- 
ful personality that when her picture was finished, the lady of the 
mission came to the veranda and presented her with an orange. 
The old woman ate the fruit with appreciative dispatch, then took 
the peels and wove them ornamentally into her hair and set off down 
the road, whistling. 
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for the oil its Seeds yield ; it was a bush growing or ^° Ur » / rn e 
high and flowering in a mass of canary-colour ooms • 

after mile the brilliant fields spread away from the road, of a y 
so intense that the brassy humming of the million bees among 
blossoms seemed almost the sound of the colour. Between 1 
blazing acres and ah indigo sky, the green trees an grass 
black and the rich red earth seemed purple. , . , . v 

Though it was possible to do this first leg of the trip ei 
bus or rickshaw, I wanted to walk to get in condition for tn 
mountains. Such an attitude was incomprehensible to my servan , 
a thin, rather shifty, chronically embarrassed-looking young 
named Li. Before we had gone two miles he asked for an adva 
of his wages — they roughly equalled four American dollars a m 
— and with the money he hired a ride in a wheelbarrow, 
next village the idlers in the tea-house were much amuse . 

“ The servant rides, but the master cannot, they ca 

after us. . , . 

I was considered to have lost so much face that la, y 
his connection with me, lost some too. Thereafter he wo on 
ride his wheelbarrow in the country where the road was empty, 
the entrance of every village he dismounted sheepishly an wa 

By nightfall we had covered twenty of the thirty-five mi es 
the mountains, and I was exhausted when we stopped at a roa si 
inn for the night. Passing through a ramshackle tea-shop °P en . . 
the road on two sides, we were shown down a passage hung y 1 
strings of drying peppers, into a court lined about with one-s “7 
buildings of wicker-work and wattle. Through the broken win ot 
lattices on which chickens had roosted for the night, groups 
dark figures could be seen sitting in the wretched light of vege a 
oil lamps. In the court two donkeys and a horse made so t n0 
over their evening food and a scabrous beggar grunted comtortamy 
as he washed his feet in a wooden trough. _ 

Li managed to secure place in a small room with a door s i 
its hinges and a window which was not only intact, but had been 
freshly papered and promised some privacy from the crow w ic 
I knew would collect as soon as word spread that a foreigner was 
inside. When he had arranged my blankets on the straw o one 
wooden bed and lit one of my candles beside it, part of this scene 
at least took on an aspect of familiar comfort. Immediately, too, 
the landlord appeared with a great iron kettle and poured a steaming 
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jet of hot water into a wooden footbath, a tin washbasin, and a 
blue-and-whitc china cup containing tea leaves. 

As I dawdled with my washing and my tea, the inevitable crowd 
collected and the open door was soon packed with a phalanx of 
wide-mouthed, wide-eyed country faces. When I decided to change 
out of my sweat-stained clothes, I shut the door, but when I had 
finished dressing I heard a rustle by the window and, turning, saw 
the white paper pane dotted with dozens of black holes, behind 
each of which a dark, unwinking eye sparkled. As I watched, there 
was another scratching sound ; a damp finger plunged slowly 
through the paper and was withdrawn, and another eye appeared. 

In half an hour Li arrived with a tray bearing a heap of rice, 
a bowl of cucumber soup, and two freshly fried platters of stew 
— peppers, mushrooms, and beef, and cabbage and pork. When this 
had been eaten, the last grains of rice washed down with the last 
gulp of soup, my surroundings inevitably took on a more attractive 
appearance. After dinner there was nothing to do except lie in bed 
and smoke and watch the other travellers gossiping or gambling, 
but physical fatigue and the sedative effects of Chinese food made 
any alternative undesirable. The easy decline of the senses into a 
comfortable stupor, the slow quieting of the inn, and the gradual 
extinguishing of its lights — all these made the squalid scene grow 
slowly pleasant. The only check to this comfortable collapse into 
sleep was a visit to the latrine in the back court ; it consisted of a 
precarious scaffolding of flimsy boards built over a pit in which 
lived two huge black swine, peculiarly formidable when obscured 
by the leaping shadows of candlelight. But once securely established 
in bed again, the inn seemed cosy, and when the world had narrowed 
down to the few square inches of familiar blanket immediately 
under my nose, I felt completely at home, if not specifically home. 

I had decided it would be easier to travel according to Chinese 
routine, oO I had myself waked with the others next day before 
daybreak and set out immediately, having taken nothing but a dark 
cup of tea — these country Chinese ate only twice a day, at ten in 
the morning and five in the afternoon. 

The morning was foggy, and veiled under coiling grey clouds of 
mist the fields of intensely yellow rape had an evil, sulphurous 
appearance. Though occasionally after heavy rains the mountains 
of the Tibetan border were supposed to be visible from Chengtu, 
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I had not had the luck to see them, and as the sun began clearing 
the air and we progressed over plains which tipped more sharp y 
uphill, I kept my eye fixed above the trees ahead. Even so, v 01 
the first line of a summit floated out of the mist, it was breath-ta ng 
because it appeared more than twice as high in the sky as * ® 
expected. In the next ten minutes range after range appear , 
piling up in the west and north like a gigantic blue staircase, 
suddenly changing the scale of the houses and trees along the roa , 
converting the open plain into a valley. It was hard to believe tha 
these were only the foothills, that the twenty-thousand foot monsters 
which dot the Chinese Himalayas could not yet be seen. 

Late in the morning a pagoda appeared above the trees an 
beyond it rose the hooked roofs of a town, enclosed by a crencllat 
wall following the ridge of the lowest foothill. We ascende a 
twisting street between tumbledown inns, crossed a rushing green 
canal on a covered bridge lined with tiny shops, skirted the mossy 
walls of the city, and at last entered them through a dank stone 
passageway. This town, Kwanhsien, was the last settlement on t e 
Chinese plain, the terminus of the mountain trail to Tibet, an 
approximately its walls enclosed an area of which half was lev 
and half was as steep as a roof. All its houses were built 011 *h® 
flat land about the south gate, as tightly packed as if they ha 
been shaken down from the slopes above. This provided a dramanc 
beginning for the mountain trail, for in the very centre of Kwan- 
hsien the road to Tibet branched off uphill from the main street, 
mounted steeply over the housetops, and wound towards a gate m 
the ridge above. At the foot of the ascent, J bought food injj 
crowded restaurant, and while I ate, Li, on his own initiative, hired 
a coolie to carry his luggage, and the coolie, after inspecting the 
load impressed his ten-year old nephew to carry bis own effects. 
In the early afternoon we four set off up the mountain road. 

From the gate in the back wall a huge panorama opened. Below 
to the rear were the grey roofs of the town and beyond them the 
green plain sloped down into the misty distance. On either side, 
as far as the eye could see, a massive blue wall of mountains rose 
straight from the level farmlands. Before the gate ahead a rocky 
green river — the Min — roared out on to the plain and farther to 
the west its valley could be seen emerging from the mountain mass 
Banked by ascending chains of peaks. 

Just to the west of the gate, the ridge backing Kwanhsien was 
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cut by a straight-sided ravine through which ran a canal leading 
to the river about a quarter of a mile upstream. At the place of 
juncture the canal widened into an area of sand about two hundred 
and fifty feet across ; it was separated from the river by a long dam, 
its sides made of wicker cylinders full of boulders, its central part 
of timber and brushwood. Through this barrier only a trickle of 
water seeped to flow down the sun-bleached canal bed. 

The Chengtu plain, at the northern apex of which Kwanhsien 
stands, is in effect an inland delta of the Min, built of alluvium 
brought down the mountains and deposited where the current 
slackens among the gentler hills of the Szechuan basin. This plain, 
which embraces about three thousand square miles, was originally 
dry, useless country, but, with the painstaking ingenuity which 
characterizes all their practice of agriculture, the Chinese have 
fertilized and irrigated every square foot of it and turned it into 
one of the most productive areas in the world, capable of five crops 
a year. All the canals built on the plain are constructed to lead 
into this main canal at Kwanhsien and by demolishing the dam 
at its head enough water can be deflected to irrigate the whole plain. 
The wisdom with which this system is arranged and the workman- 
like way in which it has been carried out — the ravine through 
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which the canal leads is an artificial one — are impressive enough 
alone, but I think the project is made unique by the circumstance 
that it was conceived and executed more than two thousand years 
ago and has been in continuous operation ever since. The canals 
are contemporaries to the Great Wall and have surpassed that barrier 
in usefulness if not in size, for there has never been a serious famine 
on the Chengtu plain. 

Later in the spring I was to return to Kwanhsien on the occasion 
of the “Opening of the Waters,” as the festival celebrating the 
breaking of the dam and the deflection of the river into the canals 
was called. It was an impressive event, given real drama by the 
fact that the year was developing into an abnormally dry one and 
a rather serious famine threatened in sections of the province less 
fortunately irrigated. 

In the brilliant April sunlight thousands of blue-coatcd 
spectators from all over the plain had assembled for the ceremony, 
standing among the glistening white boulders on the noble river 
banks, and on the graceful bamboo bridge which was looped across 
the river and canal just below the dam. First a sacrifice under the 
direction of old General Liu Hsiang was made in the shrine guarding 
the dam ; a pig and a chicken were slaughtered and samples of 
the various grains raised on the plain were burnt. Next a patriotic 
speech was made by a uniformed representative of the Nanking 
Government, who orated on a flag-hung stand, his skull flashing 
with sweat as he gesticulated in the sunlight. Then towards noon, 
after several salutes had been fired, five or six workmen picked their 
way carefully out on to the centre of the dam and began chopping 
at its supports. 

The barrier had been constructed so that its whole centre section 
depended on one great prop. After several minutes’ work the 
subsidiary supports were all removed ; water began seeping through 
the dam at several points below and all the workmen but one 
retreated to the shore. As the remaining coolie began to hack at the 
crucial support, the whole huge audience fell silent, concentrating 
on this single tiny figure in the centre of the sunny valley and the 
widely echoing chock-chock-chock of his blows. 

Finally the great timber began bending and splitting with 
reports like pistol shots. The workman ran nimbly back across the 
top of the dam. For a moment the beam still held, then it toppled, 
as if in slow motion, and as it fell the first thick creamy wave of 
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water curled over the dam, throwing high in the air several huge 
cross-timbers. Suddenly the whole central bulwark collapsed and 
a tumbling body of water burst down over the bone-dry sands of 
the canal bottom. 

After the drawn-out suspense, the release of this flood was a 
dramatic catharsis ; my impulse was to yell, and I think that in 
a crowd of Occidentals witnessing such a scene, pandemonium 
would have broken loose, with hats and pop-bottles thrown into the 
air, screams and cheers. From the close-packed multitude of Chinese 
farmers, though, to every man of whom this water was life’s blood, 
there came only a long sigh or gasp, of wonder or satisfaction 
— almost the same sound the waters made. 

When 1 returned to Chengtu by bus that afternoon, the car 
overtook the vanguard of the water about fifteen miles out on the 
sloping plain. Down the narrow, sun-baked ditches the sparkling 
tide was speeding, its first pushing waves dotted with dry leaves 
and twigs, filmed over with patches of dust. Out into the 
waiting fields it spread, in darting rivulets which lengthened 
down the ploughed furrows like parallel squadrons of racing 
snakes. 

Late that evening the Water reached Chengtu, and walking in 
the country outside the city it was inexpressibly satisfying to find 
the formerly empty ditches brimful of water which liquidly reflected 
the light of the moon. 

Descending to the river bank above Kwanhsien, we followed the 
Min up its shapely valley, between slopes on whose lower flanks 
rape-fields were terraced in curving yellow stairs and whose steeper 
sides were dotted with dark tea-bushes. We walked past clumps of 
lilac and forsythia, past scattered coal mines and pink brick kilns 
which had a familiar, industrial look, though they were being 
operated in a manner which had not changed in two or three 
thousand years. Over the smaller tributaries of the Min the trail 
passed on wooden bridges with crudely carved and painted arcades. 
Over the larger streams it crossed on swaying catwalks woven of 
bamboo cables. 

We stayed the night in the main valley, in a wooden inn which 
curiously resembled a Swiss chalet, but next day struck off up the 
wild little valley of a turbulent brook, through a chasm whose 
sides were hung with vines and tufted with long grass in which 
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bloomed fiery blue violets; we were to cut across through the 
mountains and rejoin the Min farther up its winding course. 

All morning we climbed a stone-paved trail, switching back 
and forth across sparsely farmed slopes on which timber and 
shrubbery grew in a wild and luxuriant fashion I had not seen before 
in the used Chinese countryside. The higher we went, the cooler 
it became, and when we reached the pass in the early afternoon we 
were assailed by an Arctic western wind in sharp contrast to the 
muggy mildness of the valley. Though the sun above was brightly 
visible, the country from which this wind blew was unfortunately 
veiled in mist; the snow-covered peaks which had chilled it were 
invisible, and before the pass stretched only a great grey void in 
which the shapes of the nearer mountains loomed faintly. From 
the depths of the chasm ahead, at least five thousand feet below" the 
top of the pass, there came the faint, steady roar of churning 
water. 

Though on maps the border of China is represented considerably 
farther west, China can really be said to end at this first range of 
mountains. The territory to the west is Chinese only in the sense 
that North and Central China are now Japanese; the Chinese do 
control the cities and the communications, but the back country 
is tribal and entirely independent. All this territory between China 
and the more populated and accessible sections of Tibet is little 
known, some of it entirely unexplored. All of it is very high, crossed 
by immense mountain ranges, one of which the Ammc Macliin, 
contains peaks which are still so little known that they may prove 
as high as Everest. It is furrowed into precipitous valleys by a series 
of great rivers; one of its wonders is a territory where within fifty 
miles of each other spring the headwaters of five of Asia’s mightiest 
rivers — the Yellow and the Yangtze of China, the Mekong which 
divides Siam and Indo-China, the Salween and Irrawaddy of Burma. 
Another of its wonders is the Likiang Gorge, two miles deep, where 
the Yangtze flows from an elevation of eight thousand feet to five 
thousand, between one mountain approximately eighteen thousand 
feet high and another of twenty-two or twenty-three thousand. 

Botanically and zoologically the region is even more a backwater 
than the mountain-ringed Szechuan basin. Several of the world’s 
rarest animals — the takin, the golden-haired monkey — are found 
only behind its mountains, and it is, of course, the centre from 
which pandas can be exported with such fanfare. The Chinese have 
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stories of still stranger animals, and until the country is more 
thoroughly explored, perhaps such tales should not be too emphati- 
cally rejected. Indeed, in Chengtu I was shown a pelt alleged to be 
that of a flying horse which had been found in one of the more 
inaccessible valleys. The skin was of an animal about the size of a 
fox; it had four legs and two wings and was covered all over with 
white down. When I saw it, it had been mounted by a Chinese 
taxidermist who had embroidered a red-silk smile on it and trimmed 
its feet with red-flannel ruffles, but I was told that foreigners who 
had seen the skin before these additions were made reported that the 
animal from which it came must have been a genuinely freakish 
specimen, if not a freak species. The Chinese called the beast the 
“tien ma,” or heavenly horse, and explained that its normal habitat 
was the Western Heavens. It was rare elsewhere because the only 
specimens caught farther east were those that had wandered out 
and got lost. 

The human inhabitants of this western region are as queer in 
fact and rumour as the animals. The Chinese have stories of dwarfs, 
giants, and men with tails. The existence of the dwarfs has already 
been verified by missionaries though so far as I know no one has 
been into their country, small specimens have been seen elsewhere 
— they are in demand as domestic slaves among the larger tribes. 
It is possible that they have lost stature because of some dietary 
deficiency in their isolated valley. 

The only evidence of the existence of giants is unfortunately 
negative; in one district the natives of normal size do build houses 
with very small doors, to keep them out. I was told that in former 
times when the monsters were more numerous the smaller people 
used to wear loose metal tubes over their wrists so, if they should 
be seized, they could slip their hands out and'run away. The number 
of big fellows was later reduced when it was discovered that if 
liquor was left out on the hillsides they would drink, brawl, and 
kill each other. 

The existence of men with tails is still more hypothetical, but 
at regular intervals rumours which spread as far as the Shanghai 
papers have been circulated of corpses with tails being found in the 
rivers washing down into China from the inaccessible heights of 
this region. 

Whatever the substance behind such stories, the people who arc 
known to live here are strange enough. Cut up as it is by mountains 
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which isolate all its valleys, the region is inhabited by an assortment 
of tribes — the Chiang, the Jairong, die Hsi-Fan, the Heh-Sui, the 
Nosus or Lolos — about whom the only known facts are negative. 
As their language, their customs, and dieir appearance indicate, 
they are not of Chinese or Mongol derivation. They cannot readily 
be identified as Tibetan, nor from what I subsequently saw of both 
would I judge that they were related to the Miaos, the aboriginal 
inhabitants of South China. As nothing is definitely known about 
them, the usual speculations have been made. They can as well be 
linked to the American Indians or the Lost Atlantis as to die Chinese, 
and at least one missionary working among them has become 
convinced that a certain group, the Chiangs, descend from the ten 
lost tribes of Israel. In support of his contention the Chiangs are 
monotheistic, live in flat-roofed houses of a strongly near-Eastem 
appearance, and are the only people of farther Asia who carry burden 
balanced on their heads. 

Below the pass our path wound down in handsome loops through 
dense thickets or scrub bamboo three or four feet high. The plant 
was the food of die panda and one of the reasons why that beast 
was so hard to capture; the thickets were so dense that it was 
impossible for a man to walk through them without a trail. This 
shrubbery shone a fresh spring green in the sun, and although no 
flowers were visible under it, the path passed at intervals through 
areas of delicious floral scent. 

By late afternoon we readied the Min again. Here diere were 
no more sloping farmlands nor wooden villages; indeed, no houses 
except a few miserable inns, for even Chinese farmers could hardly 
make a living in this perpendicular gorge and the tribes people 
preferred to build their villages in less accessible valleys. The 
mountains rose straight and rugged from the river to the sky, 
making a gigantic rocky corridor whose walls were dark with 
thickets of pine and rhododendron and whose floor was white with 
bleached rocks and sand.- 

As the roaring which floated to the summits had indicated, the 
river itself was drastically altered. Here it was a mountain stream 
of clear green glacier water, spurting and whirling as it cascaded 
down its rocky course. .It was a mountain stream enlarged to 
incredible proportions, through, tossing its tons of shattering water 
among boulders the size of houses. Its tremendous noise filled the 
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valley with a booming that was so persistent and so capable of 
swallowing other sounds that it soon made of itself a sort of silence. 
The ear became accustomed to it and no longer noticed it; it was 
audible only when the path had passed through a thicket or behind 
a heap of boulders and came out again over the river — then the 
noise would strike the ear afresh and fill the air with thunder. 

Through this roaring sunshine the road to Tibet twisted up the. 
valley, skirting sometimes over high ledges cut into the mountain- 
side and winding sometimes among the boulders of the river-bed. 
Along it plodded a steady stream of laden carriers. Tea was the chief 
article of commerce being carried west, though I did pass consign- 
ments of tobacco, porcelain, wine, and similar amenities. The 
returning traffic was in skins, feathers (golden pheasant feathers 
from this region are used in headdresses for the Chinese theatre), 
salt and herbs — bundles of this last commodity were pleasant to 
encounter, as sweet or pungent odours hung about them and lingered 
after the carriers had passed. 

Of course there could be no wheeled vehicles on such a mountain 
trail; I passed several caravans of small, quick-stepping horses 
harnessed with bells and red tassels, but the bulk of the traffic 
journeyed on the backs of men, women, and children. These carriers 
were chiefly members of the aboriginal tribes, stocky and immensely 
vigorous little people who like bugs could march along under 
burdens of approximately twice their own size and weight. The 
normal load ranged from two hundred and fifty to three hundred 
pounds; tea could be conveniently bundled down into a parcel 
about six feet by three, but when the cargo was of straw sandals or 
some other commodity whose bulk was great in proportion to its 
weight, the man beneath it did indeed resemble an ant making off 
with a bun. Naturally the carriers could endure such burdens only 
with frequent rests. They carried T-shaped sticks on which to 
balance their loads while stopping for breath, which they did about 
every two hundred feet. When they rested they would purse their 
lips and whistle with that same slight piercing sound which rubber 
dolls produce through their stomachs. 

I spent a week walking in this valley, progressing up from one 
grand mountain amphitheatre to another. Each morning we 
roused ourselves in some frowsy inn — the deeper in the gorge, the 
more like a hencoop it would be — and soon after dawn set off up 
the steeply winding trail. Each day the hot sun moved overhead 
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from the eastern mountains to the west and the bright area it lit 
slid from the western mountains down to the river, up .again, and 
out the .valley’s eastern rim. In the canyon, the steep, shaggy 
mountain sides, faced with cliffs and boulders, and the flashing 
thundering river combined in a wild free landscape as much in 
contrast to settled China as the bare tablelands of Mongolia had 
been. u 

And like the Mongols, the cheerful, ruddy, wild-haired tribes 
people who trudged along the trail were as different as possible 
Irom the Chinese of composed appearance and behaviour. As in 
Mongolia, I again suspected that the Chinese were right in classify- 
ing Occidentals as outer barbarians, for, as with the Mongols, I 
immediately felt an affinity to these savages. After the Chinese 
who had so much more control than I could manage, it was a 
pleasure to encounter people who must also be visibly moved. Many 
of the aborigines had never before seen a white person, and when 
1 passed some would wave and shout with pleasure at the strange 
sight, while others were frightened and ran off" the path praying 
aloud. In particular it was agreeable to get away from the imper- 
sonal but merciless curiosity of crowded China, where privacy was 
unknown and politeness a complicated formula, and enter this 
wilderness whose dwellers, accustomed to solitude, would be embar- 
rassed to stare for more than a moment'' at another person, no 
matter how unusual. 


At intervals along the Min single cables of woven bamboo were 
strung over the river between the cliffs, but I did not understand 
that they were bridges until I saw a stocky old tribesman use one 
as such. Fastening himself to a crude wooden pulley looped over the 
cable he spat on his hands, shouted, and leapt backward from the 
precipice, plunging head foremost and upside-down towards the 
centre of the river. When the bottom of the arc in the cable had 
rc ‘Whed, he began to pull himself slowly up, hand over hand, 
cn t e opposite cliff was reached, he unhooked himself and pro- 
ceeded nonchalantly along the shore, whistling. 

Far up die valley I reached a rapids where lumber which was 
emg °at own to Kwanlisicn from the virgin forests of Songpan 
ln a , narrow 8 0r ge. Hundreds of naked pink logs were 
warfr C y!,?S!S n l thC . r0cks ’ grinding and rending as the force of the 

Let down ; f mto c ^ arns ant ^ t ^ ien snapped them apart again, 
n into this confusion by ropes from above were dozens of 
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aboriginal lumbermen. The path passed along the top of the 
precipice at this point and at the far bottom of the abyss beside 
it these men looked no larger than the black birds which circled 
excitedly in the air above them. Nimbly they ran about on the 
slippery rocks in the river, prying and poking at the timber with 
slender bamboo poles, dodging the flying logs and dashing waters. 
They worked with fury, and whenever a knot of lumber finally 
dissolved and thundered downstream, they would yell so trium- 
phantly that they could be heard even above the tumult of the 
river. 

This valley of the Min had but recently been the scene of another 
heroic conflict, for it was one of the river valleys up which, two 
years before, the Chinese Communists had been pursued in the 
course of their long trek from Kiangsi to Shensi. There were still 
the remains of fortifications on both sides of the river. On the far 
bank were the Communist lines, makeshift trenches dug in behind 
boulders high in the mountains. Dotted on the near bank were the 
strongholds of Capital, round mud forts with straw roofs on stil ts 
which gave them rather too much the appearance of garden-houses. 

I tried several quick landscapes in this valley; for my last I seated 
myself on a rock jutting off from the path at one of its highest 
and narrowest points. Below my dangling legs a cliff dropped sheer 
to the river at least two hundred feet below. Absorbed in the 
drawing, I did not notice a caravan approaching from behind and 
I was horrified when the first horse passed. There was not more 
than three feet between me and the vertical mountain wall on the 
inside of the trail; startled by the unaccustomed object in its path, 
the lead horse snorted and tried to stop. Then, pressed on by the 
animals behind, it began nervously edging past, its burden catching 
on the rocks on the far side and making it still more skittish. When 
it was halfway past it whinnied and with a flourish of hoofs which 
missed my face by inches plunged off down the path at a gallop. 

Each one of the forty-three following horses passed in the same 
way. I sat petrified, and seeing the animals trotting wildly down 
the valley ahead, their loads joggling askew, felt certain that if I 
wasn’t struck by a horse, X should be pushed into the river by the 
drivers. When the last horse had been panicked and the caravan-men 
did come up, however, my discomfiture must have been greater 
than theirs. They examined me and my drawings attentively, 




made a few cryptic remarks in the aboriginal tongue, and then ran 
down the path after the horses, laughing heartily. 

My main point in making this trip into the mountains had 
been to get drawings of the tribes people, and I was disappointed 
to find that all the aborigines on the road were either too shy or 
too busy to be drawn. Li was unable to prevail upon any to sit 
and his efforts only resulted in making them angry or painfully 
embarrassed. 

One morning, having just been politely but conclusively rebuffed 
by a tittering family of fur-hatted Jairongs, I was feeling particu- 
larly discouraged when I encountered a magnificent-looking 
mendicant lama dressed in a yellow tunic and red jester’s hat. 'He 
was chanting and shaking a rattle made of a human skull as he 
walked beside the river and seeing him approach I felt as a stamp 
collector must on finding some rare piece of triangular postage. 
By the gift of several packets of cigarettes I managed to get him 
seated on a rock, bewildered but timidly grinning. I got out my 
drawing-board with excitement and it was the last straw to have 
the fellow leap to his feet and run up the hillside as soon as he 
realized that the foreigner was to stare at him with his terrible pale 
eyes. I began to think that I should do better to return to Kwanhsicn 
and try to find subjects among the numerous aborigines who came 
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there to trade, as I found that by settling in one place and accustom- 
ing people to the idea, it was never too hard to get models. 

When I left Chengtu I had intended going into the mountains 
for about a hundred and fifty miles, to the monastery of Tsakaloe, 
but when I got beyond Kwanhsien I heard a report that the monas- 
tery had recently been burnt to the ground either by raiding 
Communists or bandits. Also Li’s diffident manner had proved a 
front, and at the rate at which he was spending my money, squeezing 
at least half for himself, the sum with which I had left Chengtu 
would hardly last all the way to the monastery anyway. I heard also 
a fairly reliable rumour of bandits on the pass before Tsakaloe. 

The factor which finally led me to turn back was perhaps foolish, 
but to me it was the strongest of reasons. Just before I left Peking, 
a friend of mine had had so acute an attack of appendicitis that he 
had to be operated on less than four hours after the first symptom 
appeared. Try as I would to fight it off, the knowledge that I %vas 
to travel in country where such a mishap would not be an incon- 
venience but a disaster had convinced me that I, too, carried a 
time-bomb planted in my middle. At first, when I thought that the 
appendix was on the left side, I felt I had twinges on my left side. 
Later, when I learned that the appendix was on the right side, I was 
sure I had pains there. On that walking trip, as soon as I realized 


that I was completely out of the reach of any hospital, I became 
convinced that my appendix was simmering. (When I did return 
to Chengtu, I had myself fiuoroscoped and, being assured that my 
appendix was normal, was able to forget its existence again.) It was 
a minor dilemma, as my curiosity about the country ahead and my 
pleasure in what I’d already seen of it urged me on just as strongly 
as those factors held me back. On the day I changed my plans, I 
walked all morning, tom between the two impulses, but finally 
I did turn back, having gone only about half-way to Tsakaloe. 
The achievement involved in such a trip was negative. I hadn’t 
gone anywhere, but I had at least left China. That broad land 
through which I had been moving westward all winter lay entirely 
to the east; to the west were only the fabulous vacuums of Tartary 
and Tibet. 

On the noon when I turned back, I reached a place where the 
trail zigzagged up the face of a precipice. From its highest point 
a jagged snow-mountain was visible, floating like a feather above 
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the head of the valley, and towards it the river I had followed up 
from the sea wound through a deeper, steeper trough. Just at the 
right time a herd of yak, the first I’d seen outside a zoo, came lurch- 
ing down the path, their massive bodies covered with tattered 
whitish hair, their long horns cruelly curved. Their Tibetan 
herders were handsome brown people, dressed in furs and hung with 
slabs of ornate silver jewellery ; they were startled at sight of 
me, and I could hear them muttering protective prayers as they 
passed. The sun was out, the river sparkled, and the dark mountains 
beside it were dotted with the pink blossoms of wild-cherry trees. 
It seemed that all these things combined in the perfect antithesis 
to that drizzly dawn in Shanghai when I had started west. 

After returning out of the mountains, I stayed in Kwanhsien 
for a week in order to do some of the pictures I had been unable to 
make on the trail. As I had anticipated, I had no trouble procuring 
models in the city; the tribesmen living in Chinese territory were 
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less shy than those in the mountains and when word spread that 
the foreigner would pay thirty cents to any one agreeing to sit still 
for an hour, they came flocking. 

Also on my return I was fortunate in falling in with just the 
person who 1 think was best able to help me. This was a young 
tribesman, a Jairong, whom I encountered outside the walls or 
Kwanhsicn. From the first he showed himself an unusual fellow. 
On seeing me, he approached without timidity and in excellent 
Chinese asked Li who I was and what I was doing. He came with me 
to my lodgings and was intensely interested when I showed him 
my drawings. I did one of him which pleased him and every day 
for the rest of my stay in the city he brought me other tribesmen 
to draw. His assistance was invaluable, as besides Chinese he spoke 
at least three tribal dialects, and whenever I saw any aborigines on 
the street whom I particularly wished to have sit, he did his best 
to persuade them. I was never able to establish his identity entirely 
to my satisfaction; he seemed to occupy a peculiar place in the life 
of the town. He had no visible occupation, but his clothes were the 
best I’d seen any aborigine wearing and on his thumb was an excep- 
tionally fine coral and silver ring. He was as well known and 
popular among the Chinese as the aborigines of Kwanhsien, and he 
could not walk down the street without being hailed numberless 
times and stopped for consultations by a wide variety of people. 
He was, I know, a person of importance in his own tribe, perhaps 
the son of a chief or minor princeling. I finally decided he was 
living in Kwanhsien for his own amusement and had gained such 
local celebrity simply by reason of his intelligence and attractive 
personality. His name was Sana and his place of origin, as near 
as I could make it, was Suichen. 

Most of the tribesmen in Kwanhsien were from the nearer valleys 
and their native appearance and behaviour were considerably 
diluted by Chinese influences. Shortly after I returned to the city, 
though, a caravan came in from the extreme north-western corner 
of the province, the Amnc Machin area which is one of the last 
unexplored sections of the world. 

The first I knew of its arrival was when I encountered one of 
the drivers on the crowded main street of Kwanhsien. That was 
a mildly ridiculous event. He saw me just as I saw him and both 
of us stopped stock-still in amazement. For both of us the other 
was an unprecedented novelty; I had certainly never seen anything 
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like this huge, copper-faced youth dressed in skin boots, leopard- 
trimmed fur coat, and immense sheepskin hat. We approached and 
stood staring at each other, making a conspieious pair as both of us 
stood more than a head taller than the rather squat Szechuanese in 
the street. A large audience collected and began to make sarcastic 
remarks about the two kinds of outer barbarians. The tribesman 
prowled warily around me, looking at my clothes and then began 
examining my pockets with an air of deep mystification. Finding 
a package of cigarettes, he gestured that he would like to smoke, 
so I offered him one and lit it for him. It was apparently his first 
cigarette, but he drew the first draught deep into his lungs. Im- 
mediately he was doubled up with a fit of coughing, and the Chinese 
crowd, by that time so large that it blocked traffic, burst into roars 
of laughter. His face crimson with congestion and embarrassment, 
the tribesman pushed his way through the jeering spectators and 
hurried away. 

Later that day I saw the other drivers in a store where they 
were bartering rock salt for Chinese whisky, and all of them looked 
as Attila’s warriors must have. Their bulky fur togas were pushed 
down to their waists in the warmth of the shop, exposing huge 
bronze chests and arms. In the shadows their eyes and teeth glinted 
as bright as the ornate silver fetish-boxes they wore on chains 
around their necks and the huge silver hoops they wore in their 
left ears. When I passed, they waved their arms and seemed pleased 
at the unusual sight, but later I asked Sana to invite them to sit for 
me, he was oddly reluctant, intimating that these were bad people 
to deal with. After repeated urgings, however, he agreed to go with 
me, and next morning we went outside the north wall of Kwanhsien 
to the valley which was by tradition set aside as a camp-site for 
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Tibetan and tribal caravans. At the foot of the valley, on the banks 
of the glistening Min, the drivers were seated round a smouldering 
fire. Sana went to speak with them, approaching within fifty feet 
of the fire and then waiting silently until asked to come closer, a 
mountain custom, I understood, and one which in the wilderness 
could mean death if broken. When he returned, he said they had 
agreed to come, so I went back to my lodgings and waited; I was 
staying in the gate-house on the compound of Kwanhsien’s only 
missionary, a Canadian lady absent at the time. All that day they 
did not appear and I began to worry, as I had heard that the caravan 
was to leave on the day after. Sana would offer no assistance, 
however. His previous attitude towards the tribesmen was accent- 
uated and he flatly refused to go look for them. 

Finally, just at dusk, there was a noise of howling outside the 
mission and in burst my prospective models, all of them dead drunk. 
Li and the mission Chinese ran out into the street and the tribesmen 
were thrown into such glee by this effect of their appearance that 
a table was overturned and two dishes broken. After some 
maneuvering, I managed to get the leader seated by my drawing- 
board and very conveniently he passed out. Though the light was 
tailing and the model awoke twice to vomit on to the floor, I was 
able to complete a sketch of sorts. 

When the drawing was done, the fellow roused himself and, 
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apparently feeling good as new, called his drivers into the front 
court of the mission. Joining hands they formed a circle and began 
a slow, solemn skipping dance. As they danced the leader sang 
in a high, slightly nasal tenor. His song was monotonous but 
melodic, full of sliding notes and minor tones, with the same queer 
far away quality I had admired in Mongol music. After they had 
danced awhile, two of the tribesmen took my arms and insisted I 
join the skipping circle. If this had not happened — I felt a fool 
since all the Chinese had seeped back into the court when they 
heard the singing and were making cutting remarks about the 
behaviour of savages, brown or white — I should have been more 
impressed by the strangeness of these goings-on. Even as it was, 
the odd measures of the song seemed to speak of distant, infinitely 
desirable valleys full of clear rushing streams and ringed about by 
wonderfully tall mountains. That evening I should have liked 
nothing better than to go back with these fierce but agreeable 
savages into whatever unlikely country they inhabited. But as I’ve 
explained, my journey towards such territory had been a fiasco, 
and it was typical enough of this leg of my trip that I should have 
watched the odd dance, which was my nearest approach to the land 
I should have liked to enter, inside the prosy precints of a mission 
compound. 




II 

A FOGGY MOUNTAIN, A SUNLIT RIVER 

Returning to Chcngtu, I stayed on in the city through April, 
boarding as before at the mission while I did more drawings an 
made another try at writing. Soon the full heat of the Szechuanesc 
spring reached the city and around the dark mission buildings 
suddenly bloomed gardens of subtropical luxuriance where the 
warming air was full of voluptuous odours and quivered wit 
yellow, cream, scarlet, black, and lavender butterflies. 

By the end of this tantalizing period I was avid to be on the move 
again; my first step was a day-long trip bus southward to Krating, 
a town from which I intended to climb nearby Mount Omei, highest 
and most beautiful of China’s nine sacred mountains. This was a 
pleasant drive over lush, river-veined plains and through nicely 
wooded red-clay hills, given a slight edge of suspense however, by 
the fact that a bus on this run had shortly before been waylaid by 
bandits. Fortunately they had been very amateur mauraders and 
instead of aiming at the tyres had fired wildly into the car. Although 
two passengers were wounded and one was killed, the bus had 
escaped. 

Late in the afternoon my car arrived uneventfully at Kiating, 
a close-packed city whose crenellated red walls rose at the confluence 
of the Min and Tung rivers. Eighty miles south of Chengtu, its 
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vegetable setting was almost tropical, with palms and large-leafed 
vines making a jungle of the groves outside its walls. On the banks 
of the Min across from the city a row of small, hump-shaped hills 
projected abruptly from the plain and in a red cliff on the side of 
one, a hundred-foot Buddha was carved, overlooking the river and 
the town with an ancient stone smile. 

Although a day’s walk west of the city, Mount Omei was never- 
theless in the prefecture of Kiating and I found that the local 
magistrate embodied the first difficulty of the climb. In Chengtu 
I had been advised that, as there were perhaps bandits operating 
on the mountain that spring, it would be sensible to take a guard 
with me. Two soldiers were deemed sufficient. I made the mistake 
of applying for two and was consequently ordered to take four. As 
I later learned, to get two I should haVe asked for one — the number 
was automatically doubled, as the larger the guard, the larger 
the fee. 

On the morning of departure four soldiers appeared. Selecting 
the two more timid-looking ones — all four were boys of eighteen or 
nineteen — I sent them away and set out; the rejected pair followed 
along the street a hundred feet behind until I could think of no 
more ways of saying “no,” then they caught up with the rest of us, 
grinning. 

With my army then I left Kiating through the morning mists, 
passing out of the city under a ruinous red sandstone gate and down 
a red paved road on which hundreds of tiny frogs were leaping like 
grasshoppers. Our path led along the banks of the Tung, a swift- 
flowing, dark-green stream, growling with the reverberation of 
the thousands of rounded boulders it carried in its current. A few 
miles out of the city we crossed in a flat-bottomed ferry expertly 
manned by two garrulous old ladies and struck off cross-country, 
through yellow fields of winter wheat, past gigantic thickets of 
bamboo, and bleak mulberry groves denuded of leaves to feed the 
famous silkworms of Kiating. The early mist gave way to a fine 
rain, and, as the day wore on, this increased to a downpour. We 
sloshed over muddy country roads, along endless ramps winding 
between water-filled paddy-fields. Even the farmers had gone 
indoors and the country was almost silent. Only by the streams the 
huge current-driven bamboo water-wheels creaked protestingly as 
they revolved and lifted endless cans of water up the banks. On die 
flooded rice, die falling rain sizzled and hissed maliciously, and 
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from our feet came the peculiarly sordid, squelching sound of water- 
filled shoes. . , 

Late in the afternoon the steady rain gave way to a series 0 
brief violent showers and the low-hanging clouds began whisking 
off towards the north. As they moved apart, there were hints of a 
sun above and fleeting glimpses of wooded slopes ascending front 
the plain ahead. Our road trended upward, passed through thesnaa 
town of Omei-hsicn, and wound into the cloud-covered foothil s 
of the still invisible mountain. We followed a fem-banked stream 
up an increasing slope until dark, then stopped for the night m 
a draughty, time-blackened wooden temple. 

It rained all night, and next day the world was still sealed undo - 
a sky of lead-coloured clouds which truncated the green mountain 
ahead at a point only slightly higher than the temple where we ha 
slept. Our trail led over a flank of the main mountain to the banks 
of a rocky river and thence up its valley, between mountain wal s 
which narrowed and steepened. There were some farms and village 
along the lower, flatter reaches of the stream, but they rapid y 
decreased, and at the last settlement the road pre-empted the on ) 
flat ground, so the village was built on the road and the public p at 
wandered engagingly through the corridors and kitchens of most 
of the houses. 

Soon the valley was a real ravine with sheer limestone walls. 
In the cliffs beside the path, polychromed images of Buddha had 
been carved. Out of the mountain walls rushed the waters of under- 
ground streams, many jets with such force that they spurted clear 
of the rocks and fell straight into the river below. In a ditch beside 
our path a dwarf woman was washing clothes and later there 
scuttled ahead of us a great green crab with orange legs — exceptional 
sights, suitable to see on the approach to a holy mountain. 

In this valley my guard made me stop while one of their number 
ceremoniously fired two shots into the air. Up to this point the 
four adolescent warriors had been delightful company, for thty 
took the trip as a holiday and commented favourably and at great 
length on everything we passed. From here on, though perhaps 
they laughed more than ever, they kept their rifles always cocked 
and walked two ahead of me and two behind, so that as we slipped 
and stumbled up the wet path it seemed there was no direction in 
which I could look without staring down the barrel of a loaded gun. 

Farther on the ravine widened into a noble mountain arena 










clothed with stands of dark timber and dominated by the fog- 
shrouded peak which towered ahead in a staggering vertical climb. 
The path crossed the river on a granite bridge, climbed out of the 
valley on the opposite side, and began ascending the crest of a spur 
of the main mountain mass. This spur was in effect a range of small 
mountains itself and the comb along which the path led was as 
twisted and seirated as the spine of a dragon. Each peak in the line 
jutted far above the preceding one and climbing the ridge was like 
ascending the back of a dragon bent on flying to heaven. 

We had by this time reached the sacred precincts and die slopes 
were clothed with forests. Under the tangled trees by the path 
bloomed scarlet azaleas, pink roses, small green orchids, and blue 
and yellow violets; there were multitudes of Jack-in-the-pulpits, 
apparently identical with the American variety, though here they 
T.C.W. 
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must have been preaching Buddhist scriptures. The air grew cooler 
and beyond the trees ahead the clouds sometimes shifted to r c ' M 
stunning glimpses of the wall of Qmci’s peak, the Ch’in T in o 
Golden Summit, which on this eastern side rose sheer for near ) a 
mile. . . 

At intervals I stopped to make quick sketches, stenograp IC 
jottings of the mountain forms untidily erased and written over 
with the names of colours. My soldiers were immensely interest 
the first time, but when no recognizable pictures emerged t cy 
became worried and upset Whcncvcrl sat down to draw thereafter, 
they stood about me and prevented any curious pilgrims from 
approaching near enough to see my work — this could have been ou 
of consideration for my comfort, but from their attitude I judg 
it was out of embarrassment and a fear of the effect on their face 
any public knowledge of their employer’s vagaries might have. 

In the afternoon we stopped at a small shedlike temple for fot> 
The strictest Buddhist principles arc observed on Omei; no 1"'^S 
thing may be killed and consequently meat is not availab e. 
Nevertheless, die monks have devoted much time and energy to 
devising ways of varying their diet and casing tlicir carnal tastes, 
and they can cook combinations of seaweed, mushrooms, and vege- 
tables so that, in appearance, in texture, and sometimes in flavour 
they resemble meat. They counterfeit chicken best, but the pseudo- 
pork and pseudo-beef are tasty in their own ways. After hours or 
climbing, these masquerading vegetables seemed extremely appetis- 
ing, particularly since they were served on a table under which a 
glowing charcoal brazier counteracted the clammy mountain airs 
outside. i 

My pleasure in the meal was marred only by the presence of a 
monk who thought he could speak English. Apparently he had 
learned it from a Chinese-Englisli grammar which eschewed the 
Romanic alphabet and expressed English words with a string of 
Chinese characters whose sounds approximated the necessary 
English syllables. Through much of my meal he hung over my 
chair mumbling, “Hua teu dei shih,” and other incantations. Not 
until I had gone several miles farther up the mountain did I realize 
that this initial sentence was, “What do you desire?” and I should 
then have regretted my cool reception of such politeness if it hadn’t 
been for something which occurred when I was finishing my 
meal. It was plain that the monk had boasted to his friends of liis 
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ability to speak the alien tongue and when the foreigner was unable 
to understand his efforts he was naturally on the brink of a loss of 
face. Just as I left he redeemed himself by pointing scornfully at 
me and declaring to the company at large, “Ta bu-tung Ying-kuo- 
wha. Ta shih Mei-kuo-renl” (He understand no English. He’s an 
American 1) 

Late in the day our path began its vertiginous zigzag up the 
bald flanks of the Gh’in T’in. The fog here clung close around the 
rocks and the altitude — this point was at least a mile high — was 
indicated only by the cold winds blowing out of the void; and by 
the increasing stubbiness of the .vegetation which grew as rankly 
as below only in the most sheltered crevices. When darkness fell, 
we stopped in a moss-covered red temple in a grove of pines among 
whose branches a few disconsolate monkeys were roosting. Though 
I esteemed this temple chiefly for the vegetable -stews which came 
piping hot from its kitchen, its monks considered its most excep- 
tional feature to be a small deep pool sunk in the rocks beside its 
terrace, fenced about by a marble balustrade. This well was called 
the “Elephant’s Bath” and was one of the mountain’s major shrines. 

The holiness of Omei dates from the semi-legendary day when 
Pu Hsien a disciple of Buddha, rode a white elephant loaded with 
Buddhist scriptures from India into China and so began the con- 
version of the Chinese to Buddhism. He is supposed to have come 
as the crow flies, through the clouds, but his way was long, and 
apparently when he reached Omei his elephant needed cleaning; 
the legend explicitly mentions that he bathed his mount in the little 
crevasse. The legend does not say, but it also seems likely that the 
elephants journey ended here, for while one can see how such a 
sizable beast might be fitted' into this well-like pool, it is hard to 
imagine how it could possibly be got out again. 

On the third day, another foggy one, we climbed the last rounded 
slopes of the Ch’in T’in through thickets of thorn, bamboo, and 
huge dark-leaved rhododendron trees covered with white, scarlet, 
and lavender blossoms. -In the protected valleys grew tangled little 
forrests made odd and somewhat unwholesome-looking by the 
rains which were almost constant at this altitude. Most of the 
trees had been killed by the damp and on their bare decaying limbs 
grew many vivid lichens, fungus, and parasitic vines. On the ground 
beneath them lay a deeply matted carpet of grey moss, and it was 
uncanny to' walk in dead silence' among these sick, fog-shrouded 
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trees, through blood-red pools of petals fallen from the parasitic 
flowers growing on the limbs atiove. 

After some hours of stiff climbing on wet flights of crude stone 
steps, we reached the lowest point of the actual summit. For 
another mile the path lay along the comb of the invisible precipice 
of the Ch’in T’in, through brown thickets and under windswept 
black pines. Here the fog was still thicker and now that there were 
no more slopes to be seen above, however dimly, the rocks and trees 
by the path seemed afloat in the void. The two-mile abyss stretching 
below the cottony-white walls was evidenced only by the voracious 
silence which lived behind them, swallowing all sounds without 
trace of an echo. 


The actual summit was a bleak beak of a crag projecting out 
into vacant whiteness. On the very highest rock, literally hanging 
over the abyss, was a squat little stone shrine. This was the ultimate 
goal of pilgrimage and its sides were covered with names and 
prayers in Chinese and Tibetan, some written on papers pasted to 
tiie rocks, some scratched into the walls themselves. Though 
on tiie plain at Kiating the subtropical spring was already in progress 
nere it was nearly freezing, and immediately upon arrival I went 
i n o one of the wooden temples near the summit for hot tea and 
' U ^ at a cha J c . oal b raicr. It was as well that my thoughts were 
stomac b instead of contriving some signifi- 
r e time and the place. As soon as I entered the temple, 
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a beaming monk came to me and carefully unfolded a paper he took 
from his robe. It was the sports page of a Shanghai paper, six 
months old, and from its greasy appearance had reached the top 
of Omei wrapped around someone’s food. He politely intimated 
that I should read from it so that all might hear how the outlandish 
inscriptions were spoken. As soon as I began a crowd of grey-robed 
monks collected, standing in appreciative silence and enjoying to 
the full the rich uncouthness of the foreign tongue. I’m certain, 
though, that the sounds of the language could not have been half 
so strange to them as they were to me, hearing my own voice 
reverberating last year’s racing results through the prayer-halls of 
Buddha’s Golden Summit. 

When I was done, one of the monks hustled off to his living 
quarters, and soon returned with a small object clutched in both 
hands. He pushed through the circle and proudly displayed a half- 
used bottle of medicine made in Shanghai, with a title in English, 
also made in Shanghai: 

THE CONSCIENTIOUS GINSENG EXTRACT , 

Good for the Brains and Marrow 
and Recommended to Men Lacking Blood. 

That night I was accommodated in a comer cubicle in the 
largest temple dormitory. It was a clean room with fresh straw on 
the bed and walls of a cheerful scarlet, but one glimpse out of its 
window or through the wide cracks in its rickety floor offset all 
these advantages. The dormitory was built on the very brink of 
the precipice and this particular comer projected out like a balcony 
over a vast amount of nothing. Only fog could be seen below, but 
it was explained to me as one of the attractions of my room that the 
vertical drop below was almost three quarters of a mile. 

I had planned to remain on the summit three or four days, at 
least until clear weather, but I’d counted on providing for only two 
soldiers. All four had taken it for granted that I Was to support 
them in the style to which they were unaccustomed— that evening 
I could hear them enjoying a jugful of whisky in the next room. 
Since with my limited Chinese I could not shout them into more 
frugal ways, and since in any case their amusement at my irritation 
could always cut me short, after a short reckoning I realized that 



I should have to leave the summit early next day — fog, nun, or 
shine — if I was to return to Kiating solvent. 

Next morning the fog was thicker and I spent some time at 
the summit, glumly enumerating the marvels I should have been 
able to sec. On any clear day the western horizon would have been 
ringed with the snow-mountains of the Tibetan border, while to 
the cast should spread the verdant hills and valleys of Szechuan. 
On rarer days, when the sun and the clouds were properly disposed, 
below die Ch’in T’in should have bloomed Buddha’s Glory, an 
illusion of concentric rainbow circles similar to the Brocken Specter 
and so striking that devout Buddhists have thrown themselves 
through it to destruction on the cliffs below. On still less frequent 
occasions one should have been able to see the ghost of -Pu Hsicn 
trotting down the sky on the ghost of an amiable white elephant. 
Of course die finest sight could hardly be expected, since it has never 
been seen except on the advent of an entirely virtuous ruler. Then 
.two phoenixes soar up out of the void before the summit, rolling 
their bronze eyeballs and twirling their twelve-feathered, five- 
coloured tails. “Buddha comes! Buddha comes!”. they squall, and 

come he does, floating plump and serene in the heart of a lotus. 
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For me nothing stirred in the mist; only a fine rain began to 
fall as we left. As we climbed down the side of the summit, though, 
a breeze blew from below and suddenly the whole upper half of 
the Ch’in T’in swam out of the white sea of mist. It was an 
immense and rugged apparition, a wall of cliffs capped by a forest 
of pines. For nearly five minutes it was visible. Breakers of fog 
billowed in slow motion against it, slipping up its face and seeping 
off through the trees on the top. Too soon a tidal wave of white 
rolled up from below and obliterated it. 

It was a tantalizing clue to the hidden panoramas which sur- 
rounded me. The arrangement of pines and rocks against die blank 
background of fog had been in the best style of Chinese painting 
and I suppose I should have been satisfied. But as an Occidental 
with an incurable tendency to literalism in my own painting, I 
preferred to see it all and I stamped downhill through the fog, 
steaming widi frustration. As I attributed my premature return to 
the costly tastes of my army, it satisfied me to run downhill until 
out of breath, dien sit on a rock and watch the antics of the soldiers 
as they scrambled to catch up with me, at the same time trying to 
prevent their guns from tripping them or banging their shins hard 
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enough to bruise them. This went along very well until I inadver- 
tently sat on an anthill instead of a rock. After that all jokes were 
at my expense for the rest of the trip. 

We reached the town of Omei-hsicn at the foot of the mountain 
in one day; that afternoon the fog thinned and before sundown 
the summit of Mount Omci, impossibly high, peered down at us. 
Next day its blue bulk stuck up into a cloudless sky, and even from 
Kiating its scornful presence was visible. 


After two days in« Kiating I hired a sampan and sailed for 
Chungking, about two hundred and fifty miles down-river. As an 
example of the cost of travel in inner China, it took the equivalent 
of nine American dollars to hire the craft and its crew of three 
the price included rice for myself and servant for the duration of 
the nine-day trip. It was even more of a bargain than it may seem 
at first statement, for those days were probably the most enjoyable 
of all my time in China. 


The sampan was a flatbottomed craft twenty-five feet long and 
perhaps five feet wide at the widest. It was very shallow, drawing 
less than six inches, and its sloping sides curved gracefully up to a 
square bow and stem. In its waist was a cabin of straw matting; 
ahead of this were benches for the oarsmen and behind was a raised 
deck for the pilot. This meagre craft was also a floating house of 
the sort in which millions of Chinese spend their entire lives; in its 
bow was an iron bowl for fires — this was the kitchen — and under 
tihe matting, mattresses were piled — this was the common bedroom. 
The whole wide river was the domestic reservoir and cistern. 

The age of the vessel was undecipherable, its appearance ram- 
shackle m the extreme. As I discovered during the voyage, its side 
■ 1. * n man y spots decayed to the consistency of cheese and 
with little effort a finger could be worked clear tlirough them. The 
wet planks of its bottom were infested with the pup® of some 
insect and every day one or two of them would crawl up through the 
floorboards into the sun, crack their shells and fly away, leaving 
empty pmk carapaces like the ghosts of small winged lobsters. 

e ownor-pilot of the boat was a jolly, huge-faced oaf from the 
country ehind Kiating, who spoke his Chinese with a backwoods 
?!! thick that even the servant I had brought with me from 
the nf^\«° U c kardiy understand him. He never entirely got over 
ty o eing at dose quarters with a foreigner, and when 
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not steering, eating, or sleeping, would sit regarding me like some 
large dog, his mouth wide gaping and his tiny eyes glittering with 
idiotically pleased astonishment. His oarsmen were his small son, 
a thirteen-year-old who did most of the heavy work aboard, and 
a rickety and garrulous old man who was perhaps his grandfather. 
When I stepped into the sampan at Kiating and saw this crew, I 
had doubts of our ever reaching Chungking, but I was reckoning 
then without our strongest force of locomotion, the swift currents 
of the river. 

We left on a misty but already hot spring morning; it was 
about the tenth of May. Once untied from the landing by the 
water-gate of Kiating, the boat slid out into the current and 
sped rapidly down past the red walls of the city, past the giant 
Buddha gazing from the hillside with his wig of vines and his lap 
full of trees. Down the green river it glided, into a full nine days 
of delight. 

The weather, which had been so unaccommodating on Omei, 
showed a change of intention for this trip and each day was finer 
than the last. All nine had the same pattern, almost monotonous 
in their consistent perfection. I now remember them all as one, 
particularly since the circumscriptions of life on a small boat 
allowed no variations of my own routine. 

Each morning we poled away from shore about an hour before 
dawn and moved slowly down the river the oars creaking and the 
oarsmen grunting as the sky turned from black to bronze to stone- 
col our. All the mornings were foggy; sky and water were 
uniformly grey and the fresh green shores showed only in streaks 
between layers of rising mist. Very gradually did the sun appear, 
first a white china disc in the fog, then a silver one, finally an 
unbearable presence in the sky. 

Always sparkling in the sun, the stream wound among rounded 
lines of hills and mountains, over a shallow bed nearly half a mile 
wide. It had not yet begun to rise from the melting of the Tibetan 
snows and on either side of it stretched shingles of glistening 
boulders. Every four or five miles there were shoals bared by the 
low water; over these the current ran swiftly, foaming and leaping, 
but between them it slowed into long lake-like stretches of placid 
water. Travelling so close to the river we were very conscious of 
its changes. Through the rapids the sampan shot with breath-taking 
speed, but propelled by narrow oars it progressed almost imper- 
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ccptibly across the burnished surfaces of quiet water. Every fifteen 
or twenty minutes the pilot and rowers left their work and as 
sampan slipped backward or sideways downstream, they squatt 
under the matting, eating melon seeds and taking alternate pu 5 
on a tiny long-stemmed pipe. ' 

By noon we floated through a blazing world, over molten wat 
and by shores where the glaring sunlight robbed even the vivi 
red earth and green trees of colour. At its zenith the sky became so 
dark a blue it seemed black and under the trees and awnings on t e 
beaches lay inky shadows into which all living tilings retreated to 
doze. : ' . , 

On the sampan these hot hours were devoted to eating an 
sleeping. The pilot and his old assistant retired to their beds sprea 
under the matting and the young oarsman busied himself with the 
preparation of our midday dinner. In the wliite glarc of sunlig t 
the flames from the fire he built in the prow were invisible, and m 
the general warmth its heat was almost imperceptible; its stream® 
of pungent blue smoke seemed to materialize from thin air. Swift y 
and expertly the boy would go through the ritual of rice-making, 
first cleaning his utensils with a bamboo whisk-broom, then boiling 
some river water in the great flat iron pan, placing over it a wooden 
drum with a slatted bottom, pouring in rice and more water, fanning 
the fire for endless minutes, finally scooping out a bucketful of tasty 
but gritty food. When he had emptied the water and fried a handful 
of greens and pork scraps in the iron pan, the meal was ready. 

After eating there was a siesta for all, during which the boat 
was allowed to drift as it willed. It was very pleasant then to lie 
in the shade in the centre of the sampan, lulled rather than disturbed 
by the distant cries over the water and the faint swishing and clicking 
of pebbles and sand which could be clearly heard through the thin 
planks of the bottom. . ; ' • ' . 

In the middle of the afternoon when the heat had somewhat 
lessened, the boatmen went back to work and I generally, spent 
the next few hours swimming or sunning myself. . The country 
Chinese, even these boatmen who spent the better parts of their lives 
afloat, never went into the water. Though I did sometimes see small 
children sporting in the shallows, judging from the amazement 
the plain fact of my swimming provoked I should say that none of 
the river-men knew how to swim or knew that it could be done. 
The first time I undressed : and prepared to dive, there svas consterna- 
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tion aboard; the pilot grabbed at me -while the others shouted and 
emphasised in pantomime that the water was over my head and I 
should be unable to wade. When I insisted on going in and then 
swam back to the boat, I was confronted by a string of ludicrously 
gaping faces. Later, when word of the foreigner’s freakish talent 
had spread from boat to boat, other craft often came close to ours 
while their crews invited me in dumb-show to jump into the water 
and perform for them. 

Still my audiences could not enjoy the swims as much as I did 
myself. The river was warm, clean enough, full of currents in 
which it was possible to float motionlessly downstream brushed and 
gently pummelled from head to heels by the interweaving water. 
By instinct I avoided all but the shallowest dives in this reputedly 
treacherous river, and it was as well, for when I readied Chungking 
I heard it was a tradition that whoever dived below- the surface of 
the Yangtze never came up again. 

In the late afternoon, as the sun descended and the atmosphere 
yellowed with dust, the colours of the landscape grew in richness 
and intensity; the river and sky turned a burning blue to which 
the reds and yellowish-browns of the shore made sumptuous contrast. 
The new green of the leafy trees on the banks turned to emerald, 
the clusters of pines seemed black, and the ripe fields of early wheat 
were dusky gold. In this vibrant, darkly sunburnt picture, the 
ivoiy walls of the whitewashed farm villages and the lighter patches 
of the cream and purple thunderheads which sometimes moved 
across the far horizon stood out with telling effect. 

At sunset we always anchored for the night by some river town 
or village. The settlements were unpleasantly dirty in contrast 
to tire noble stretches of empty beach, but like the river itself this 
valley hid a certain amount of menace under its agreeable surface 
and bands of marauders sometimes raided its shores. Though 
bandits had been known to shoot at boats in the river in daylight, 
their more common practice was to wait until their victims had 
come to shore; consequently it was imperative to anchor within 
reach of a sizable town by nightfall. Some stretches were considered 
particularly treacherous and I’d been w-amed in Kiating that unless 
we entered on them before noon, allowing plenty of time to get 
through by dusk, we should anchor and not proceed until next dny. 
Fortunately all these danger zones fitted into our normal schedule 
and we were not delayed. 
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I always slept in die boat and, bandits aside, the nights on the 
river were almost as idyllic as the days. The sky was tropically 
speckled with huge stars and flickering swarms of fireflies. As an 
only flaw there were also swarms of ravenous mosquitoes, seemingly 
the size of flying mice and almost ■visibly dripping malaria germs, 
which bred on the river-front and at the departure of the sun rose 
humming to the attack. 

For two days from Kiating we floated southward down the Min, 
the same stream I had followed into the mountains above Chengtu. 
Though it was here a smoother, larger river with only a few mild 
rapids, it still retained its clear green colour. At Suifu, however, 
some fifty or seventy miles from Kiating, it was joined by a turbu- 
lent brown river flowing out of the mountains to the west, and their 
combined waters, dramatically mingling below a pagoda topped 
red hill, turned and rolled eastward toward the distant Pacific. The 
ri\ er flowing from the mountains is the one marked on Occidental 
maps as the upper Yangtze; it is indisputably larger and longer 
than the Min, but as its course lies entirely among the inaccessible 
mountains of Tibet, the Chinese characteristically ignore it. They 
have always considered the Min to be the main stream, since it 
flows farther through strictly Chinese territory’ and is thus more 
useful to them. In any case, the waters of the two streams flowing 
eastward from Suifu w r ere indisputably the Yangtze and even here, 
more than a thousand miles from the ocean, unquestionably a great 
river. 1 

( Gliding on its sunlit surface were crafts of all descriptions, of 
types which had not changed for centuries. The largest were rafts 
o lumber being floated down from the mountains to the cities in 
the east; some were hundreds of feet long and on them were built 
whole villages of straw matting. 

By far the most numerous were the junks, chunky brown craft 
varying from thirty to eighty feet in length. Though all of these 
were equipped with masts and were of the same appearance as 
sea-going junks, the nature of the river made sailing almost impos- 


S° mS ^P s , trcain the T w ere towed by crews of naked coolies 
of ri,,? re W ° Iab I oured at t!lc 0111 of long ropes fastened to the tops 
walk "T 3 ,- ^-° n ® s ^ ow str etchcs of the river the coolies could 
effort in ’ C lantm S as they pulled, but in the rapids heart-breaking 
" aS nec «sary; then they had to use not only their legs but 
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their arms for leverage — they crawled painfully through the 
boulders and sand, and from a distance they resembled herds of 
monkeys. 

Going downstream the junks were a noble sight. Their masts 
were removed and with their upcurving lines they resembled archaic 
Egyptian or Phoenician galleys, to which indeed the first Chinese 
craft of this design must have been contemporary. On their forward 
decks stood twenty or thirty oarsmen wielding long sweeps, and to 
keep in time they sang and stamped as they rowed. Their chant 
was usually a simple one of two or three notes ; they would repeat 
it again and again, faster and faster, as they rowed and stamped 
with increasing speed and vigour. When, in perhaps ten minutes, the 
limit of endurance had been reached, they would hold the straining 
tempo for a minute or two then with a long exultant shout drop 
their oars and sit down to rest while the galley continued to glide 
on its momentum. It was always exciting to see one of these oddly 
shaped craft speed past, its long oars flashing and splashing in 
unison as over the waters floated the strange rhythmic cries of its 
crew. 

There were also swarms of smaller boats such as the one I 
travelled in. Besides the traffic bound up or down river there were 
local boats ; loaded cross-river ferries sculled with long poles; 
sampans full of peddlers rowing out to passing ships to offer 
vegetables, kindling, whisky, or cookies; even the miserable crafts 
of water-going beggars. I remember best a ferry which crossed 
before us one morning bearing a bride on the way to her wedding. 
Far ahead on the north shore we could see the blue sedan-chair of 
the go-between and the bright red one of the bride being carried 
down to the river; they were loaded into a boat which began to cross 
slowly and passed within a few feet of us in midstream. The go- 
between, a neat old lady with white hair, was sitting in die sunlight, 
but the bride had to remain shut in her windowless box of em- 
broidered red silk which had been scaled in her own home and was 
not to be opened until it had been set down in the house of her 
as-yet-unknown husband. We floated on down the river, but far be- 
hind I could see the red and blue sedan-chairs being unloaded on the 
south shore and carried up the sloping bank. It was a lovely scene 
— the day was spaciously blue and the distant scarlet chair made 
an apt fleck of colour in it. It seemed a pity that the bride could not 
have known something of the appearance of her progress, instead 
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of having to crouch terrified, as she must have been, in her dar 
and airless box. 


Pictorially, all these river landscapes were built up 
horizontal, from the rippling surface of the river itself, 
as flat as the water were the pebbly shingles and sandbars t 

from it, but above them curbed the steep fifty or sixty 
banks which would contain the river during the summer o 
Behind the banks stretched gently sloping plains and on t icm 
striped red and green hills were piled, most of them r0un . 
but some squarish, some conical, and some even of the eccen 
hand-made shapes to be seen in Chinese landscape paintings. 
Above the hills, far in the distance, stretched ranges of dark 
mountains. 

Particularly by the rapids, many hills stood close to the rner, 
faced with precipices in which square-doored caves had been • 
Whatever prehistoric race carved these cliff-dwellings has yams ic 
without a trace— -the Chinese have no record of diem— but pm- 
sumably they were the ancestors of the mountain aborigines. vV _ 

I passed down the river their caves were being used as homes y 
beggars, lepers, and other outcasts. 

Sometimes the hills pushed their presence on the traveller m 
more emphatic ways. In one curving narrows lay an extraordinary 
little island-hill, its stone sides as square and tall as if diey were bui 
of masonry. Around it the greenish current ripped and whirl 
hideously and on its vine-covered top was a pink shrine to counteract 
the influence of the malignant spirit which had managed to capsize 


so many boats here, drowning so many boatmen. 

In another narrows a line of cliffs plunged directly into the 
water and before them the river gurgled ominously even in tlm 
low season. I was told that at flood-time the current here formed 
a -maelstrom capable of swallowing whole ships; even large junks 
which had strayed into it sank slowly and vertically out of sight, 
and when the tops of their masts had disappeared they were never 
seen again except as scattered dots of timber and battered bodies 
floating far downstream. 

Along both the Min and the Yangtze the country was thickly 
populated and the shores were always dotted with bluc-coated 
people, some working on the river, some on its banks, some in the 
fields beside it. All level ground was under intensive cultivation 
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and many of the hills were terraced. Spaced only a few hundred 
feet from each other, white and grey farmhouses dotted the fertile 
country, standing among the green feathers of giant bamboo. 
Every three or four miles there were mud-walled farming and 
fishing villages high on the riverbanks, and perhaps eveiy twenty 
a grey town of five or ten thousand. Besides these there were some 
real cities — Suifu, Luchow — which might for their size alone have 
been well known if they had been anywhere but in the crowded 
interior of China. 

When we anchored before a settlement for the night, I went 
up into town for my evening meal, a habit I had formed on the first 
evening of the voyage when I chanced to notice my pilot ladling 
water from the river into our rice, just as the fat owner of the next 
sampan upstream was urinating majestically overboard. 

It was always extraordinary to walk up into these obscure and 
crowded little settlements as die yellow and purple evening light 
faded from the sky, through steep narrow alleys lit only by torches 
and crude oil lamps. More than any other towns I visited they were 
of ancient China, and in their streets and squares, full of turbaned 
crowds moving through the ruddy light and flaring shadows, 
nothing had really been changed since the days when the whole 
world was torchlit or dark. 

And they were medieval in more than appearance. Returning 
to the river-front through the black streets of one, I was brushed 
against by a begging monster with a head slighdy larger than 
normal, but a body no bigger than a starch box. The bones of his 
arms and legs were of normal length, but they were covered with 
nothing but pallid skin; flesh and muscles seemed to be entirely 
lacking. Strapped to the back of a man who seemed to be his 
brother, he moved down the alley with his dead limbs dangling 
horribly, looking like a great white spider. 

In another such town I encountered a woman who was carrying 
two children, one in each of two baskets slung from a pole over her 
shoulder. The older child was unremarkable, but the other seemed 
to have met a violent death. He was sprawled stiffly in the basket, 
his clothes clotted with dried blood and his face covered by a flat 
masklike scab through which no features could be seen. The woman 
was moaning and screaming as she walked and I should never 
have suspected her of being a professional beggar if I had not heard 
subsequently that she had been frequenting the neighbourhood for 




at least three weeks, during which time the bloody child la no 
been observed to decompose in the slightest. 

Some evenings we reached our anchorage before dark ant twic - 
I tried sketches, though I should have realized that as an Occi cn a 
in these seldom visited towns I was too conspicuous to begin 
On one occasion I sat in a side street to make a pen drawing o a 
shop-front; within three minutes I was surrounded by a mo o 
more than seventy-five gapers. I knew that I had made a mista 'c, 
but the mood of the crowd w as j ocul ar, and though they contmua v 
jammed in between me and mj r subject, a polite smile and a swim 
ming motion with the arms could always move them back again. 

Several children edged through the crowd and stood behirn 
me, breathing down my neck and pinching inquisitively at t ic 
fabric of my shirt. Soon one in particular, a swollen little boy 




about ten years old, began to make himself annoying. My ink- 
bottle stood on the pavement beside me and the child insisted on 
edging his feet too close to it for safety. For five or ten minutes, 
during 'which the sketch progressed hardly at all, he kept inching 
up and each time I pushed him back. Finally he jogged my elbow 
and I pushed him with it, perhaps too strongly, in the stomach. 
Without a word he disappeared through the crowd and, thinking 
I was done with him, I went on drawing. 

Suddenly a handful of pebbles, dust, and dried dung was thrown 
at me from behind. It cascaded over my head and shoulders and 
piled up on my drawing. Turning I saw the same child staring at 
me with a parody expression of surprise on his round face. No one 
in the crowd laughed, however. There was an ominous silence 
and, realizing that I had committed what for a foreigner could be 
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the dangerous offence of appearing ridiculous, I got up quickly 
and left. 

A few nights later I had the sampan anchored a little offshore, 
in water tv, o or three feet deep, and, thinking myself safe from 
curiosity, began a chalk portrait of the old oarsman. Before long 
two coolies waded out and stood attentively by the boat to watch 
me work. In twenty minutes there was a crowd large enough to 
surround the boat, all of them standing in water halfway up their 
thighs. It was plain that all would have liked to sit in the boat 
to watch more comfortably, but my pilot lay in the stem, mumbling 
belligerently, and no one wanted to be the first to take the step. 

Finally a husky soldier with a salmon-coloured face splashed 
out and joined tire audience. I had learned that among Chinese a 
face of that boiled pink shade could only come from much yellow 
wine, and I was not surprised when he pushed through the crowd, 
seized the gunwales, and vaulted into the boat. Immediately a 
half-dozen others began climbing in. All of us in the boat jumped 
up. The boat lurched. The soldier, still weaving to regain his 
balance, fell backward into the water. As the surprised crowd 
began to mumble resentfully, my boatman hurriedly cast off, 
swept their oars along the gunwales to free them of knuckles, and 
rowed to the other side of the river to moor for the night. 

The settlement on the opposite bank was only a collection of 
temporary mat-sheds built on the sands and the banks behind. I 
had known that in the late summer the Yangtze was capable of 
rises so rapid that they were sometimes fatal to the beach -dwellers, 
and here I heard an odd incident of the floods of the previous year. 
It seemed that an old woman living in a hut on die beach had 
decided her death was near and invested her life’s savings in a 
magnificent coffin. Shortly after die coffin was delivered, the river 
rose unexpectedly, surrounding the sandbar oh which she lived. 
It continued to rise and, deciding that she might as well die in 
her expensive coffin, the old lady stepped into it. Soon the river 
swallowed her house and all those around it, drowning many, but 
the coffin floated off on the current. Next day it was found on the 
shore about fifteen miles downstream and in it the old lady was 
still snugly ensconced, alive and perfectly dry. 

On the eighth day out of Kiating we anchored at a larger town 

Changchung, I believe its name was — and going ashore I found 
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that I had re-entered the Gadget Belt. The two main streets of the 
city were lined with pseudo-foreign, white-and-pink plaster houses, 
and were wide enough and flat enough for rickshaws. Probably 
in compliance with the whim of some official, all the rickshaw 
coolies carried dinner-bells which they tinkled as they moved, 
making a pleasant addition to the usual clamour of Chinese street 
life. In Changchung I saw again for the first time in weeks 
advertisements in near-English, two of them worth}' of record. 
One proclaimed the “Hsin Lee General Store” and bore the cryptic 
motto, “I’m on the Globe.” I thought at first this might represent 
a garbled memory of Shanghai-American slang — “I’m on the ball” 
perhaps — but in the comer of the sign there was a picture of a 
geographical globe. The other adorned a store which had long since 
closed down and I regret that I was never able to examine its wares. 
The sign proclaimed, “The Blue Sky and Art Company.” 
i On the ninth morning a strange rattle broke the calm of the 
river; I was astonished when I identified it as a pneumatic drill 
and'saw tiny figures preparing to blast high on a cliff on the north 
shore. As I subsequently learned, they were preparing for the 
long-awaited Chungking-Chengtu railway. Towards noon a smoky 
factory swung unexpectedly into view on the river bank and on 
the hills behind it appeared villas of an unmistakable European 
appearance. Rounding the next bend, the sampan slid down into 
the welter of boats clustered below the busy antheap of Chungking. 
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dragon country 

As we prepared to moor by the wide shelf of pebbly beach, there 
was a droning in the air and a fat tri-motored passenger plane 
soared down over the roofs of the city. Its silver wings flashing, 
it swerved and sank gracefully past the huddled grey walls, past 
the tall veined cliffs, past the narrow slatted sails of the junks, 
landing finally on a sandbar two hundred feet away. It was the 
semi-weekly plane from Shanghai and had left the coast a thousand 
miles to the east at just about the same time of morning that we 
had started down-river from a point perhaps ten miles to the west. 

When I came to Chungking from Shanghai, the city had seemed 
remote and intriguingly Oriental. Approaching it from the other 
direction, it was an urbane metropolis. When I paid off my servant 
and the boatmen and ascended through the bustling streets to the 
same lodgings I had thought so bleak in January, I found myself 
in the lap of civilization. I got into a bathtub for the first time 
in three weeks and, much more luxurious, had my first glass of 
beer in four months. I was delighted to find that I could examine 
Shanghai papers less than two weeks old, and could even go to the 
movies again — which soon I did, but on the screen was Shirley 
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Temple and in the rickety theatre were not only too many 
enthusiastic people, but also several large and fearless rats. 

Of course Chungking was changed by more than my attitude; 
in January it had been muffled in winter fog, but in May it was 
frying under the full heat of summer. For at least eight months of 
ever}' year the city’s climate was tropical, and somehow its flimsy 
streets seemed more suitable under the glaring light, certainly 
more picturesque. Over the crowded houses were great p’ungs — 
shields of matting on bamboo frames — and in the streets were 
awnings, lattices, and umbrellas which cast dark shadows of 
intricate shape. The passers-by all wore wide straw hats and almost 
all carried fans. Sitting at leisure in their small-clothes, in shops or 
tea-houses or on balconies, drinking tea, smoking, toying with 
their pet birds or monkeys, the gentlemen of Chungking were 
agreeable to watch. Walking by in their silk robes slit to the knee, 
their faces attractively moist with sweat, the young girls of 
Chungking were disruptingly lovely. 

The downtown streets were unusually crowded during those 
last days of May; through them long lines of coolies supervised by 
soldiers and police were carting heavy wooden cases down to the 
river. I heard that the threat of a provincial revolt under Liu 
Hsiang and others had again become acute; these cases contained 
silver bullion being shipped down-river to safety from the banks 
of Chungking. 

Though in Shanghai in December there had been rumours of 
a road under construction between the provinces of Szechuan and 
Yunnan, I had been unable to learn how nearly finished it was 
and what traffic was allowed on it. In Chungking in May I found 
that the road south had been completed during the winter and 
a public bus line was already operating over it. From Chungking 
this road ran south for about three hundred miles to Kweiyang, 
capital of Kweichow, there joined a road from Changsha, capital 
of Hunan, and led west about five hundred miles to Kunming, or 
Yunnan-Fu, capital of Yunnan. Of course it is now an invaluable 
link in China’s network of strategic highways, but when I set 
out on it just five weeks before the outbreak of war, its existence 
was hardly known outside western China; it was one of the most 
extraordinary aspects of those feverish preparations which finally 
rendered the country capable of real resistance at almost the moment 
war broke. 
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I left Chungking early on a hot summer's morning — very early 
too, for though those buses did not start the day’s runs until eight' 
or later, tickets went on sale at six, and so great was the crush that 
it v as advisable to reach the station soon after five. I was ferried 
across the Yangtze as the rising sun turned sky and water to molten 
brass and cast yellow light on the topmost houses of the tall dark 
city. On the brown shores the growing light revealed multitudes 
already astir — figures in summery white who fanned themselves as 
they wandered along the beaches. Half a mile up from the shore, 
the Chungking terminus of the bus line was a blue shed jammed 
with a jabbering mob and incredible assortments of baggage. In 
the yard before the station stood the three buses into which all the 
people and material were to be packed. It was almost nine when 
the caravan finally ground off and the buses began whining in 
low gear along a well-graded road up the slopes bounding the 
Yangtze to the south. 

Ascending these hills on my way out of the province, I finally 
saw evidence of somctlting about which I had heard reports ever 
since arriving in Szechuan. The low water which had made my 
trip up the Yangtze Gorges difficult was an early result of a severe 
drought which gripped the province in the fall of 1936, making the 
winter crops almost entirely a failure. In Chungking in January 
I’d been told that the number of local beggars was already swelling 
with famine refugees. When I was in Chengtu in February, the 
situation became serious enough for the municipal government to 
declare a period during which it would be illegal to slaughter 
animals — a Buddhist remedy for drought. In March and April 
the need for rain became more acute, and even though the Chengtu 
plain was fully irrigated, various other means of attaining it were 
tried. The Rain-Gods were taken out of their temples and placed 
in the sun in the hope that this would make them so uncomfortable 
that they would summon rain. A great image of the Rain-Dragon 
was constructed of bamboo and pine branches and carried through 
the streets by young men naked except for loin cloths; crowds 
followed them, throwing buckets of water on the dragon. 

At the same time harrowing reports came in from the northern 
part of the province where the situation was already acute. Many 
farm families were reduced to eating mud; it was alleged that a 
certain kind of white day was even quite palatable when fried 
w-ith vegetables. There were rumours of cannibalism, and desperate 
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farmers were said to be exchanging children with their neighbours 
so as not to be forced to hill and eat their own young. 

When. I began travelling in the country I heard of misery which 
seemed blacker because of the ignorance which accompanied it. 
In Kiating just before I arrived, a pig with a malformed snout had 
been discovered and in the belief that its freakishness was the cause 
of the famine, it was placed in a flower-decked litter, conducted by 
a rejoicing crowd to the execution ground, and formally shot. 

Prom the back country came the story of a mob of frantic farmers 
who had rushed into the magistrate’s compound in the local 
market-town, chopped down the official flagpole, and burned it. 
The explanation was that the Chinese characters meaning flagpole 
(ch’i kan) also meant “all drought.” 

By the time I returned to Chungking, die grain from the fall 
harvest had been consumed throughout the countryside and the 
deadly business of mass starvation was well under way. Refugees 
were flocking to the city. Some committed small crimes in order 
to be thrown into prison where they would eat regularly, and 
hundreds pilfered among the food stalls on the streets, thinking 
the flogging they received as punishment a cheap price for a handful 
of food. During April and May the police removed from the streets 
of Chungking an average of one hundred corpses a day. 

It may seem odd that I could have lived four months in the 
province without detecting signs of this catastrophe, but in the 
crowded cities it was hard to distinguish famine victims from the 
many wretches suffering from more usual causes, and when I did 
go into the country I travelled almost entirely along rivers where 
the effects of drought were naturally small. Going away from 
the Yangtze on that last day in Szechuan, however, the extent of 
the disaster was only too apparent. The earth was baked like a 
brick and on it all vegetation was brittle and brown, filmed over 
with dust. The paddy-fields by the road, which at that time of year 
should have been full of water dotted with green shoots of rice, 
contained nothing but cracked, dry mud. In the barren, sunstruck 
fields whole farm families sat drearily hacking and hammering at 
the clay, pulverising it so that if some rain should fall these shards 
might soften more quickly into useful earth again. 

I think it was fortunate that I had served an apprenticeship 
in the mountains and on the river befotc I undertook the journey 
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through the giddy hills of South China in the heat of early summer. 

The bus in which I left Chungking had only a few benches 
around the walls and vve passengers sat sprawled inextricably 
together on the floor and on boxes, our legs and luggage woven 
into a fantastic web. The company included a Buddhist priest, a 
fat official and his wife, three soldiers, two students, several 
merchants, and a farm family consisting of man, wife, grand- 
mother, two children, and four chickens. Though pinned motion- 
less from the waist down, my fellow passengers were naturally 
not cramped, physically or mentally. As the speeding bus jolted 
the bodies and bundles into new patterns, all sat talking together, 
gesticulating at each other or at the flying scenery and laughing 
with high and ceaseless good-humour. In the sunny weather the 
crowded car soon became a travelling oven, for most of the 
windows were kept shut against the dust. Before long the mingled 
travellers began taking off their clothes and by midday I sat bathed 
in sweat, my own and others’, surrounded by a merry crowd of 
half-naked folk, while the air in the bus was not only full of flailing 
arms and fans, but also of clothes being patiently waved to create 
a breeze. 

At the frequent stops, every one disembarked to stretch and eat 
and drink. Tea, fruit, seed-cakes, sugar-water, spiced spaghetti, 
and com on the cob were popular solaces after the discomforts of 
travel. Oranges and long sticks of sugar-cane were purchased in 
quantity and taken along to be consumed in the bus. For half an 
hour after every stop, the space in the bus which was not already 
occupied by the active limbs of chattering people was full of flying 
orange seeds and peels aimed from mouths turned in the general 
directions of the windows, of long sugar-canes flailing wildly as 
their owners gnawed on them, and of expectorated wads of fibre 
from these canes, chewed dry of their goodness, and also aimed 
generally at the windows. 

The nerves of a Westerner are no match for those of an Asiatic; 

I was less able than the other passengers to sustain good humour 
under the routine discomforts and I began to be impatient with 
this flamboyant and persisting eating, for whenever die bus 
negotiated any steep hill or a series of sharp curves, a good many 
passengers succumbed to car-sickness. All through the first day \ 
had to sit next to the small son of the farm family.^ At every stop 
he was plied with food of all sorts by his doting parents; he always 
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gobbled it down, and shortly after the bus had started would vomit 
with equal facility until he had got rid of that batch and was ready 
for more at the next stop. Although not many of the adults were 
quite so regularly affected, every sharp descent took its toll. The 
women in particular were susceptible and just the sight of a hill 
ahead would set them to moaning and clasping their throats in 
anticipation. 

Most passengers carried two patent remedies for the failing; 
Tiger Crackers and Tiger Balm, the first to be taken internally, 
the second externally. I was politely invited by my seat-mates to 
partake of both medicines whenever we went through hilly country. 
I managed to avoid eating any Tiger Crackers, but once after con- 
tinued urgings rubbed some Tiger Balm on my cheeks and forehead 
as directed — it was a purplish alcoholic ointment cooling to the 
skin. When it was seen that indeed I did not sicken, every one was 
pleased and public faith in the medicine was bolstered; it had just 
failed notably in two instances. 

The farm people preferred to have themselves pinched by their 
neighbours at the approach of nausea. The pinching was done with 
the knuckles and the favourite points of application were tender 
spots such as the nape of the neck, the Adam’s apple, or the inside 
of the elbow. It was a cruel-looking business, raising dark-red welts 
on the patient, but as far as I could see had no preventive effect. 

The oldest farm woman was never sick and was consequently 
contemptuous of the pinching. I particularly remember this 
■wrinkled old beldame, though, because she was riding with her 
small naked grandson in her lap and frequently when the bus 
slowed or stopped she would hold the infant’s little behind out 
the window beside her, hissing through her teeth to give him 
the idea. 

On the first scorching day the bus wound through typically 
Szechuanese red hills, into a region of limestone mountains thickly 
timbered with pine and bamboo. In the late afternoon it zigzagged 
up over a handsome ridge marking the Kweichow border and 
descended to a narrow town, Songk’an, strung along a river in the 
ravine below. The hotel here was built under a colossal banyan 
on the outskirts of town by the river’s sandy pink shore. In the 
upper gallery of the inn, we guests sat as the light failed, eating 
melons, drinking tea, and admiring the antics of a cageful of 
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monkeys, the prized property of the landlord. On the beach below, 
a dozen tanned and naked soldiers were washing some black horses 
and from beyond the town floated the marching songs of other 
soldiers at their evening drill. After dark we were summoned down 
the ladder-like stairs into a stone-paved court and at trestle tables 
lit by torches ate the colossal meal for which, with a night’s lodging 
thrown in, we were paying fifty cents apiece (fifteen in American 
money). 

The border mountains were apparently an important factor in 
Szechuan’s drought, for next day, on the other side, the weather 
was rainy. Starting at seven the bus skittered up and down more 
tree-covered slopes, lurching perilously around fog-shrouded 
curves. In the afternoon it threaded through a series of attractive 
mountain valleys, intensively farmed, where black cypresses stood 
between blond fields of wheat and mauve expanses of opium 
poppies. It stopped for the night in Tsun-Yi, a whitewashed town 
sprawling over the grey rocks of a shallow mountain pass. Here 
the hotel was inside the walls, and when I’d been guided through 
a courtyard full of potted flowers, I was ushered into a room with 
a balcony overlooking the bustling main street, a thoroughfare 
which became alive with great globular yellow lanterns as the 
evening turned blue. 

On the next day, a fresh and delightfully cool one of swiftly 
moving clouds and spotty sunlight, the bus climbed through a 
succession of wider .valleys, among green mountains which grew 
smaller and sharper with each mile. There was ample evidence 
that this highway was a very new one, built through territory which 
never before had sounded to the peals of a klaxon. The animals 
by the road were still dumbfounded at sight of an automobile and 
surprised water-buffalo would frequently run amok and gallop 
down the road ahead of us for hundreds of yards. The country 
people had not become entirely accustomed to motor traffic either 
and at the approach of a car would scurry back and forth across 
the road like their own chickens. Entering a village, the driver, the 
mechanic, and many of the passengers would lean out the windows 
shouting warnings to all to get out of the road and sending 
imprecations after those who failed to do so. 

On one occasion a small naked boy ran so close in front of us 
that in a swerve to avoid him the driver nearly plunged the car 
into a ditch. The child fell down beside the road and lay there 
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quaking with terror at his narrow escape, whereupon the driver 
stopped, jumped from his seat, and kicked him twice in the 
stomach. It was a brutal business but must have lessened the chance 
of that particular child’s killing himself under the next bus. 

In the larger towns the crowds in the streets were often so 
thick that the bus had to slow to a crawl, and once its speed was 
no longer lethal, no amount of bonking or abuse could move 
strollers out of its path. Then the mechanic had to crawl out on 
a mud-guard, grip the radiator-cap with one hand, and with the 
other reach out to slap the scalps of the most obstinate and 
deliberate. 

Still the most striking evidence of the highway’s recent con- 
struction was the driving technique of the chauffeurs who 
conducted the bus over it. With foreign-style motoring caps worn 
rakishly backward as they had seen them worn in the movies, 
they spurred the rickety vehicle as fast as possible over every inch 
of the way, charging with glib recklessness around the blindest 
comers. Though the road had only been in use for a few months, 
in several places beside it already lay the gutted and crumpled 
carcasses of earlier buses. Fortunately there was practically no 
other automobile traffic, no private cars whatsoever and usually 
only three or four buses to be passed each day. There was much 
non-motorised traffic, though, for the highway roughly followed 
the course of one of the old mandarin roads; we passed and panicked 
a number of horse caravans, many of them loaded with choice 
Yunnan opium. The periodic stops in villages and towns provided 
a respite from the continued suspense, except on occasions when 
one of the drivers opened a fresh can of gasoline and started 
sloshing it into the tank, a lighted cigarette dangling sophisticatedly 
from the comer of his mouth. 

Four or five hours from Tsun-Yi, the bus emerged on a strange 
plain scattered with hundreds of sharp little mountains from 
seventy-five to five hundred feet high, shaped like teeth, like bottles, 
like beasts, like boxes, like knives, like dragons, like anytliing but 
mountains. Between the knots of abrupt hills the land was quite 
flat or at the most slightly rolling. It was in some places so rocky 
and in others so highly cultivated as to be treeless, but the sugar- 
loaf pinnacles strewn about on it were clothed with luxuriant 
bushes and vines. The effect was extraordinarily artificial, more 



like the landscapes of Chinese Art than I would have believed 
possible. As I later learned, all the central part of Kweichow was 
of soft limestone and not only contained such abnormal hills, but 
was irrigated by rivers which were inclined to disappear tinder- 
ground, sometimes flowing invisibly for miles before returning 
to the surface. 

When the afternoon light was turning cool and yellow for a 
quick mountain sunset, the bus banged across a rich stretch of 
irrigated fields to Kweiyang, the compact capital city of Kweichow, 
lying in a saucer-shaped valley ringed about by the grotesquely 
spiky hills. 

Once Kweiyang had evidently been a crowded, walled town, 
but recently wide highways had been cut through it and lined with 
semi-foreign stores of a uniform and extremely attractive type. 
The facades of all buildings on the main streets stood flush with 
the kerbs and all had colonnades through the face of their ground 
floors, forming continuous arcades on which the shops opened. 
All of them were freshly whitewashed and all had blinds and 
trimmings of solid black. The city was built on slightly rolling 
land, and' between the rows of severe zebra buildings the spacious, 
rather empty streets sloped gently up and down, covered from 
kerb to kerb with clean pink sand. Above the ends of these odd 
avenues, full of the clear liquid light of the plateau, the strange 
little mountains poked their lopsided summits, emerald green in 
the last rays of the sun. 

In the hotel at Kweiyang I stayed the first night in a room next 
to one occupied by a military tai-tai — officer’s wife — who gave a 
shrill mail jong party lasting well into the small hours. Towards 
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midnight, when I’d retired and was trying to sleep despite the 
racket, a small furry creature hustled through the curtains of my 
door and scuttled under my bed. In a minute the entire mah jong 
party was in my room, laughing and holding lamps aloft. Several 
fell on their knees and after poking under the bed brought out the 
creature. It was a small black bear. The tai-tai seized it, slapped 
it, and kissed it, and then with a hoot or two at me the party went 
back to their mah jong. 

In a few days I started westward by bus toward Yunnan, 
planning to stop off at Nganshun, the largest town in western 
Kweichow, to do drawings of the aborigines who were numerous 
in that part of the province. It was a half-day’s trip from Kweiyang 
to Nganshun, up a gently tipping plain dotted with thousands of 
green hills shaped like the fins and flippers of dragons. The town 
of Nganshun was still medieval in style, but as liberally white- 
washed as Kweiyang— I understood that all these Kweichow towns 
had recently been cleaned and furbished for the benefit of a party 
of Nanking officials who had just made a tour of inspection down 
the new highway into Yunnan. 

I soon regretted that I had not come into Kweichow until my 
money and my drawing materials were nearly gone ; the tribes 
here were -far more numerous and accessible than those farther 
north. Kweichow had been the last stronghold of the aborigines 
who originally inhabited all China south of the Yangtze, and 
though Chinese outposts were earlier maintained in it, it was not 
really brought into the Empire until the eighteenth century, 
practically yesterday in Chinese history. Even later, though 
Chinese colonists occupied its more fertile valleys, the province 


remained a self-governing state in all but name, and it was not 
until 1934, when Chiang Kai-Shek invaded it on the heels of the 
Chinese Communists, that Kweichow actually came under the 
control of the National Government. Though now completely 
under Chinese rule, the population is still at least half aboriginal. 
Some of the tribes arc partly sinolised, some still in their native 
state— some “raw,” some “cooked,” as the Chinese say. 

I believe that all of the aborigines of Kweichow are considered 





to belong to one group, the Miao nation, but the nation has at 
least seventy subdivisions— tribes whose dialects are mutually 
unintelligible and whose customs and costumes vary sharply. 
Though in the past the tribes frequently fought with the Cliinese 
or each other, and some groups in the north still have a reputation 
for fierceness, most of them arc now peaceful, almost plethoric, 
farm people living amicably mingled together. 

Apart from their extraordinary picturesqueness of appearance 
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which infected me with an itch for the paper and crayons of which 
I no longer had a supply, the cheerful natures of the tribes people 
attracted me and from what I could learn of it from other sources, 
their civilization fascinated me. A curious negative quality seemed 
to permeate all their ideas and beliefs. They had no gods in our 
sense, but feared demons— by the roads there were sometimes 
painted stone images of these in a style rather similar to the totem 
poles of the Pacific Indians or the wooden fetishes of Korea. Many 
of the tribes practised couvade, that custom which prescribed that 
when a child is bom the mother must go off into the fields and 
drop it without fuss, while the father takes to Jus bed for several 
days and becomes the object of all solicitude and sympathy. To 
celebrate holidays these odd people staged horse-races without 
beginning or end, even without winners; the participants simply 
rode round and round the track as they pleased, starting whenever 
they wished and stopping as soon as they became bored. Unfor- 
tunately the Miao had no written language in which to record the 
growth of their attitudes, but the lack is explained by a legend 
curious in itself : 

It seemed that they once lived farther cast, near the purely 
Chinese territories, and there they had known and used a few 
Chinese characters. But the Chinese were too crafty for them, and 
at length the tribes decided to move west. On their migration they 
came to a great body of water, perhaps Tung Ting Lake. They 
were puzzled as to how to cross until they saw water-spiders walking 
on the surface of the water and decided to imitate. They swallowed 
so much water that they swallowed all their characters with it. 

Through the missionaries at Nganshun I got in touch with a 
converted Miao tribesman and through him I was able to find 
several models, really as many as I still had paper for. Once I went 
with him to a market fair to sketch, walking eight or ten miles 
out into the country through a petrified forest of needle hills. The 
booths of tlie market were dotted over a rocky saddle between two 
hills and around them surged hundreds of blue-coated Chinese and 
tribes people in embroidered clothes. From a distance the fair 
appeared as a strange crawling mass of brown and yellow discs of 
various sizes, for in the intense white sunlight the stands were 
shaded by great umbrellas and the people who walked among them 
carried parasols or wore cartwheel hats of basketwork. This 
chattering throng wandered among piles of fruit, vegetables, shoes, 
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In the interests of realism he blew a single piercing note on 
his flute throughout the sitting 
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china, cloth, ironware, baskets, displays of rain-hats and raincoats 
skilfully woven of straw by tribeswomen, and heaps of bamboo 
imported from Szechuan and offered at a great profit in this plateau 
country where the plant could not be grown. There were frivolities 
too: a trained monkey which wore a comic series of tiny hats, 
turning itself into a soldier, a merchant, an actor, a priest; a 
soft-drink stand which featured a jolly pottery Buddha spitting 
sugar-water; many counters where peppered noodles, the Chinese 
equivalent of the hot dog, were sold. 

My drawing here was not successful because as soon as I began 
to work I attracted a crowd which exceeded even that around the 
performing monkey. In order not to be cut off from my models, 
I had to have them stand within a foot or two of me. I had nothing 
to sit on but a low rock, and as my face was thus on a level with 
the model’s knees, I began to foreshorten in an exaggerated fashion, 
turning out monstrous sketches with pinheads and giant feet 

I was able to make more interesting pictures when I went with 
•my guide to his home village about two miles from Nganshun 
and he had members of his family put on their wonderfully 
embroidered ceremonial clothes. The village was similar to a 
Chinese farm settlement, consisting of a half-dozen rough, thatch- 
roofed stone houses clustered inside a protecting wall. Here about 
fifty Miaos, a dozen black swine, and two hundred chickens lived in 
an amiable welter. I did my drawings in the home of the head 
man, distinguished as the only structure of dressed stone and 
finished - woodwork in < the village. In the next room was the 
village school, very recently established as part of a programme 
inaugurated by Chiang Kai-Shek to hasten the assimilation of the 
tribes in the interests of national solidarity. 

T.C.W.* 
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I was told that in this connection a bounty of thirty dollars 
had been offered by the Government for every marriage between 
a Chinese and a member of the tribes. Smaller rewards were given 
to influential aborigines who would cut their hair and dress in 
Chinese style. I understood, however, that the process of sinolisa- 
tion was proceeding very slowly, since the pride of the Chinese 
and their contempt for the tribes was equalled only by the pride 
of the tribes and their contempt for the Chinese. From what 
I could see of the posters and lessons on the walls of the schoolroom, 
the tribes children were being taught to read and write the Chinese 
language, and were also instructed in the rudiments of modem 
hygiene. I must sa} r , though, that while I was there the only 
activity conducted by the two bespectacled but roguish young 
Chinese schoolmarms was the singing of “San Min Chu I” (the 
Chinese anthem) and the constant use of one thing which was 
plainly the most popular benefit of the alien culture. This was a 
ping-pong table. 


After a week in Nganshun I set out westward again towards 
Yunnan-Fu. The road soon wound into irregular broken country 
where the pinnacled Kweichow plateau .gave way to ranges of 
real mountains running north and south. It was a handsome 
region, wild and sparsely inhabited, where comblike peaks covered 
with velvety grass separated valleys thickly grown with vines, 
shrubs, and occasional palms. In early June the slopes were 
blossoming with quantities of pink and yellow roses and a blue 
flower similar to the forget-me-not. It was a country of many 
waterfalls; there were dozens of white threads of spray cascading 
down the tall sides of the valleys and at one point the road passed 
beside a monstrous cataract where a full-fledged river plunged over 
a ledge at least two hundred feet high. The tribes seemed to out- 
number the Chinese here and by the road walked Miao women in 
embroidered and fringed costumes, their head-dresses hung with 
silver coins. , , ' 


This territory, which until a few months before had been 
completely inaccessible, could not long remain untouched, for in 
the cuttings beside the road the red earth was frequently veined 
with black deposits of coal lying on the surface, almost ready to 
to picked up without mining. Among the mountains the motor 
>g way which had opened the district seemed the more remarkable; 




in one place it descended an almost vertical precipice on a dozen 
hairpin switchbacks. Unfortunately bridge-building had lagged 
behind the road-building, and the bus passed over most rivers on 
crude hand-propelled ferries. One narrow stream was even crossed 
on an ancient suspension bridge formed of boards laid across two 
chains, a wobbly structure dating from the days when this route 
was an Imperial Mandarin trail. 

Hour after hour, day after day, the bus wound over the sharp 
hills, through groves of dark pines dotted with scarlet azalea, over 
rushing mountain streams, down slopes terraced with emerald 
rice-fields, through villages of grey limestone houses, past white- 
washed temples with ornate painted gateways. All this country 
was handsome and unexpected, and some of it was beautiful. To 
me the shifting landscapes were naturally exotic, but they were 
saved from the static and rather stultifying charms of the picturesque 
by their number and infinite variety. Like the countrysides of 
America and Russia — the two other great continental nations— 
this Chinese land had a pictorial quality best defined as an active 
one, since it opposed the static uniqueness of the picturesque with 
a condition in which individual places were only combinations of 
things which were the same over a huge territory. As the bus 
swooped down a slope towards a cluster of farmhouses around a 
green pool or ascended through a rhododendron-covered ravine, 

I was always conscious that behind these hills hundreds of similar 
hills stretched towards the horizon and these houses and towns 
were duplicated with small variations across a continent. 

As a traveller it was useful to recognize that the picturesque 
was tiresome except ns a novelty and if there were only one of a 
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thing it was hardly worth bothering about. Even though I was 
not entirely aware of this at the time, I did immensely enjoy the 
unfolding panoramas of similar paddy-fields, hills, groves, and 
pagodas as the bus wound through the thousand -wrinkles of the 
great surface of China. In retrospect the idea, is still more satis- 
factory. The memory of the few unique places in China, the few 
sights — the Imperial quarters of Peking, the Gorges of the Yangtze 
— gives me less pleasure than the fact that I can now look at a map 
of China, select some anonymous place far in its heart and remember 
that there, for instance, between a rocky river and a blue mountain, 
a whitewashed inn stood in a rustling grove of bright green 
bamboo, facing down the valley to where the homed gate of some 
obscure country town was silhouetted against the sky. 
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All the way west the road trended up toward the eight-thousand- 
foot plateau of Yunnan. The air became thinner and even so late 
in the year the nights were really cool. Then on a showery afternoon 
the bus reached Panhsien, the last town in Kweichow, and all the 
other passengers debarked. At ease for the first and only time in 
a Chinese bus, I was driven up over a range of mountainous hills 
from whose summits a wide petrified sea of green, blue, and purple 
peaks was visible. Descending, the bus reached an arch of basket- 
work ornamented with fir branches and faded paper flowers, 
standing forlorn on the bare hillside. This was the actual gateway 
to Yunnan, erected for the benefit of the recent inspection party 
from Nanking, and beyond it the road became really excellent, 
smooth and cleverly graded and furthermore decorated at its 
borders with patterns laid out in white, mauve, and red sand. 

The first settlement on the other side — Pengyi— was a slatternly 
little walled village set beside a marsh at the bottom of a red-clay 
valley. As the Kweichow and Yunnan provincial bus lines did not 
connect on any regular schedule and even in Pengyi no one knew 
when the next bus was due, it was no pleasure to regard the prospect 
of an indefinite stay here — even now I particularly remember the 
inn at Pengyi, since it was there that I found a pile of excrement 
in the centre of my bed, whether left by a child or a dog I could 
not determine. I thought it very fortunate when a decrepit carryall 
arrived late that first evening and after some confusion in the 
matter of purchasing a ticket, occasioned by the fact that in Yunnan 
there were three distinct currencies in simultaneous use, I was able 
to leave next morning. Just how fortunate I was I did not realize 
until I had reached Yunnan-Fu and learned that the last traveller 
to come across the border had been forced to wait eight days in 
Pengyi to make his connection. 

As the Yunnan bus sped west, the verdant mountains flattened 
out into wide, rather arid, yellow hills dotted with cactus. In the 
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valleys and along water-courses, tangles of tropical foliage glistened. 
Here the farmhouses were fortlikc buildings of yellow clay, with 
flattish tiled roofs and sloping walls reminiscent of Tibetan archi- 
tecture. The people along the road were dressed in clothes of 
extravagant parrot colours, or garments on which wide bands of 
embroidery enlivened the conventional peasant blue. There were 
also many tribcspcoplc strolling in costumes chequered and tassclcd 
with red, black, or yellow, their feet encased in thick-soled, hook- 
toed shoes, their necks hung with silver bangles. 

The bus reached the capital on an afternoon when fat purplc- 
and-whitc clouds were moving across the sky trailing grey curtains 
of rain. It descended towards a wide, hillgirt plain on which, a 
lake and citified lines of trees could be seen between the showers, 
and rolled down a long straight avenue flanked by real sidewalks. 
Even before I reached the centre of town, the urbane and Occidental 
air of this street made me realize that I had crossed China and come 
out on the other side. Soon there appeared severely rectangular 
ouses of white, yellow, and pink stucco, of exactly the narrow, 
L fi { S ° rt to ,^ e seen in French provincial towns. They were 
- C TSt f tructures a genuinely European appearance I had seen 
m months except for those fragments preserved behind the walls 
ot compounds like the oddities they were. Through the streets of 
xunnan-Eu came a sound which made me realize still more vividly 
that I was on the edge of the world of international, Ocddcntalised, 
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civilization again' — this was die shrill tootling of the French trains 
shuttling about in the j'ards outside the town. 

I found a friend from Peking stationed in Yunnan and stayed 
in the city for a week. It was a pleasure to associate with moderately 
profane foreigners again, to cat and drink in the foreign style, to 
hear American jazz, even from records cracked and overused, to 
examine foreign newspapers and magazines only two to eight 
months old. 

As the people and landscape of Yunnan had seemed less akin 
to those of China than of the hot countries of southern Asia, so 
the capital seemed quite apart from the cities north and east of the 
mountains. The Chinese crowds in the streets were still more 
gaudily dressed, and leavened with quantities of tribes folk and 
lolloping little Tonkinese in brown or white pyj amas. The buildings 
between which they strolled were uniquely coloured — apple-green, 
mauve and scarlet — and covered with a tropic blossoming of 
ornament. Also the city’s foreign trimmings were modelled 
on French rather than American or English patterns. Its main 
streets had no three or four-story shacks in the skyscraper 
style or brick structures of Victorian pseudo-Gothic as in the 
Yangtze ports; instead the tumultuous and vari-coloured life 
of the Chinese markets was' compressed into a long line of grey 
buildings -with uniform- facades, a faint, faraway echo of the Rue 
de Rivoli. 
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The life of the foreign colony was naturally dominated by the 
French, -for of the several hundred foreign residents less than half 
a dozen of the non-missionaries were American or English. Instead 
of revolving around “The Club,” as it would have in the anglicized 
society of a Yangtze treaty port, life centred on “le Cercle Sportif 
de Yunnan-Fu.” Here the Yunnan gentlemen gathered in near- 
English tweeds to drink “le whcesky,” but in the lounge, where 
at one of the clubs to the north a group of astringent English 
women would have been knitting or a team of American women 
would have been playing ruthless bridge, there were to be seen 
rather stocky jeunes Jilles and chic but moustached young matrons 
playing ping-pong in black satin afternoon dresses cut so low as 
to show the huge crucifixes bounding between their powdered 
breasts. 

I left Yunnan for Hanoi by train, in one of a line of stocky little 
red cars drawn by a Toonerville engine. Though the cities were 
less than three hundred and fifty miles apart, this was to be a three- 
day trip, as the line descended from mountains eight thousand feet 
high, shuttling back and forth over innumerable zigzags, through 
more than two hundred tunnels. 

Through the first day the train wound over huge bare hills, 
across mottled yellow slopes gashed with patches of bare red clay 
and spotted with cloud-shadows. In one of the valleys we skirted 
a bright cobalt lake. In others there were turbulent red streams 
on whose banks glistened stands of banana trees — untidy groves of 
greasy, bladelike leaves under which the unripe fruit was to be seen 
growing upside-down, as it seemed to me. All day the vegetation 
grew more luxuriant and by afternoon the' cuttings beside the 
track were covered with long tangled grass in which grew quantities 
of white lilies and pink orcheds. At dusk the train stopped for the 
night at a railway village and there I found that as an Occidental 
it was incumbent on me to stay at “le Bungalow de Compagnie,” 
a small pink hotel with excellent French food and a small zoo of 
local birds and monkeys, but at a price which shocked me after 
Chinese inns. 


. second morning the train began winding down a narrow 

nver valley at the bottom of which was a virid tangle of bushes 
and vines. Soon the valley widened, then its whole bottom dropped 
surprisingly away. The river swept over a cliff, falling in delicate 
cascades to a jungle floor far below. Instead of twisting down the 
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bottom of a small valley, the train was abruptly winding along 
the rim of a huge green canyon. 

Laboriously it crawled around the edge of the abyss, threading 
in and out of the cliffs through dozens of tunnels, detouring up 
the narrow valleys of tributary rivers to lose altitude more 
gradually. In one spot it shot out of a tunnel directly on to a 
bridge; the walls of the stream cascading far below were both sheer 
precipices and at the other end of the bridge the train plunged into 
the face of another cliff. 

i* 

Between the cluttered trees on the floor of the canyon there 
opened green caverns full of twisting vegetable stalagmites and 
stalactites. The air was hot and almost visibly humid; the big 
leaves shone as if freshly wet and over the cascading brown streams 
the spray-filled air itself seemed to glisten. Through a sweltering 
yellow afternoon the train curved out among smaller hills 
increasingly overloaded with swollen foliage, and at dusk it 
reached the frontier. Crossing a steel bridge over a brown river 
overhung with blossoming scarlet trees, it left China, entered 
Indo-China, and stopped for the night at the town of Lao-Kay, 
a cluster of whitewashed European and Asiatic buildings set on 
the violently green river bank. 

Anxious to avoid the expense of another “Bungalow de 
Compagnie,” I accompanied a jovial, gat-toothed porter to a 
Chinese hotel in the village — the Hotel Thinzel — where I found 
lodgings of satisfactory price. French influence was evident here 
in the wallpaper of my room, luridly trellised with pink and 
purple roses the size of cabbages. On the wall was a highly coloured 
chromo of a nude Chinese girl smoking a cigarette on a foreign 
couch, beside a dragon table on which stood a parrot, a thermos 
bottle, a gong, and a telephone. She lay in a pavilion in a garden 
ringed about by skyscrapers and down the path towards her was 
cycling an enthusiastic executive in a blue serge suit and a sun- 
helmet. Behind this picture lived a pair of nervous lizards who 
darted up and down the walls barking intermittently like small 
fox terriers. 

Next day the train sped southward over the plains of Tonkin, 
past rounded green and azure hillocks, past swamps of lotus and 
mauve water hyacinths, past straw' villages and cream-coloured 



French stations and barracks which looked peculiarly raw and 
angular in the soft Asiatic landscape. In the evening it arrived in 
Hanoi, a pale, cluttered city stretching out on the green plain beside 
a wide cafi-au-lait river. In the pompous yellow station I was 
approached by an affable old Cantonese who explained in French 
that he was from the Hotel Thinzel in Hanoi and ,had been wired 
of my arrival by his .colleague in Lao-Kay. He led me off to his 
hotel, directly across from the station, and installed me in a white- 
washed room furnished with a huge black-wood bed and four brass 
cuspidors, one in each comer. 

That evening, as the sky turned pink, green, scarlet and purple 
before the tropic night, the European appearance of Hanoi s 
electric-lit streets seemed somehow extraordinarily unconvincing to 
me. At the same time, though, it gave an air of masquerade to the 
hordes of Asiatics who swarmed out on to the cooling pavements. 
The giggling Tonkinese and Annamites in .flowing tunics and 
pyjamas who packed the trams and stood in queues outside the 
cinemas had a very carnival appearance against the prosy Occidental 
background; even those who affected European dress favoured only 
the more gala French fashions — the men were boulevard dandies 
with bfirets and light suits much nipped in at the waist, while the 
women -wore frocks which in soberer climes would have been 
party dresses. After China, these whispering, waltzing, little folk 
seemed a typically tropical people, gay and improvident children of 
nature, and the streets of their city were soft with a less reasoned, 
more physical atmosphere. Under the street lights the Tonkinese 
men in gauze turbans joked and scuffled among themselves with a 
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juvenile glee which I had never seen among the cheerful but com- 
posed Chinese, while the Tonkinese women lolled and chattered and 
flashed their black-lacquered teeth with a freedom and a flirtatious 
consciousness of their sex absolutely unknown among the attractive 
but proper women of China. 

In the centre of Hanoi was a quarter purely French where lived 
the officials and business men who ran the city and its hinterland; 
with its white hotels, theatres, and restaurants, and its leafy park 
laid out around a charming little lake, this section made a stunning 
facade for the less shapely structure of colonial imperialism. As I 
walked there the lake surrounded by dark tropical trees was reflect- 
ing the last peacock colours of the sunset. In one of the pale build- 
ings beside the park a long cafe glittered, and on the brilliantly-lit 
pavement before it native flower- vendors stood knee-deep in barbaric 
heaps of yellow, purple, and blood-coloured blossoms. At the pink 
metal tables the French colonials sat in white suits with their slim 
native mistresses or their black-browed French wives. As I passed, 
the cafe band was playing Ravel’s “Bolero,” with emphasis on the 
brasses, and the rather phony excitement of this music floating out 
into the Asiatic night made the whole scene almost too luridly like 
one of those felicitous oleographs of “Life in the Colonics,” printed 
in full colour in a Christmas number of L' Illustration. 

Next day I left Hanoi to the north-east, travelling to Langson 
by train, across the humid delta lands and into hilly country pierced 
by sharp black limestone peaks like those of the Kweichow plateau. 

I shared a third-class seat with a portly Annamite lawyer in white 
pyjamas and black turban, who bulged his eyes with concentration 
and seized on the opportunity to corroborate his ideas about 
America. " 

“Tous les Amdricains sont millionaires.” 

“Aux £tats-Unis, toutes les maisons sont cinq cent metres 
d’altcsse.” 

Or really embarrassing under the circumstances, “Les Ameri- 
cains n’ainient pas les negres.” 

" At the Langson Station I was greeted by a round-faced young 
Chinese speaking excellent French and passable English who in- 
formed me that his uncle was the manager of the Thinzel at Hanoi. 
After apologizing that there was no Thinzel at Langson, he guided 
me to a comfortable and inexpensive Franco- Annamite hotel and 
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after dinner insisted on taking me to tour the night dubs' which 
the municipality of Langson had provided for its French garrison. 
I felt this last courtesy was not entirely- disinterested, for with us 
went some of his friends, a party of dapper young Cantonese, and 
as soon as we arrived at the first cabaret they asked for -a partner for 
me and demanded to be shown the new American dances. The girl 
they selected must have been a half-caste, as she had a jutting bosom 
which contrasted strikingly with the spindly shapes of her col- 
leagues. 

“Mae West, la voila!” cried one of the Cantonese, - immensely 
pleased with himself. 

“All the foreigners like to dance with her,” explained another, 
beaming at me. 

Later we went to a cabaret which had vermilion walls and 
ceiling, and was lit by lamps with scarlet shades. All the dancing- 
girls wore salmon-coloured robes and the effect was very much that 
of a school of pink fish afloat in an aquarium full of ketchup. For 
music there was one of those glass-fronted contraptions which con- 
tain a mechanical marimba and a gloved hand playing a violin by 
machinery. Beside the robot sat a live Tonkinese musician jubil- 
antly augmenting its jigging French jazz with a bass drum and a 
pair of cymbals. 

Owing to a temporary disruption of the regular bus service, I 
left Langson to cross the border in a private car with four Cantonese 
travelling salesmen, a red-bearded French priest, and two pet 
monkeys. Through a steaming June morning we rolled rapidly 
westward over excellent gravelled roads and after a two-hour drive 
reached the border station of Dong-dang. When we had registered 
our departure at the little French customs-house, we turned off on a 
twisting, grass-grown trail and jolted down it until we were halted 
by a rusty chain hung across the way. The chauffeur honked his 
horn vehemently for some minutes, and finally a sheepish coolie 
came out of the bushes, grinning and wiping the sleep from his 
eyes. He removed the chain and we proceeded up the wretchedly 
rutted path towards a gap in the small range of mountains ahead. 
<*«?* across the pass above was a great wall, black with moisture 
a . J r ' n g c d with weeds. At a crumbling gate iq, the belly of this 
winding snake of masomy we were stopped by a troop of soldiers 
arme with fans and conducted to the Chinese customs-station just 
inside. While we waited two hours until the official in charge should 
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come back from his lunch, I realized that I had indeed returned into 
China. 


And just as on the September evening when I descended into it 
from the desert tablelands to the north, but much more strongly, I 
realized that I was delighted to be back. On my first return I had 
been pleased chiefly as a traveller, delighted to be leaving the fantastic 
but empty plains of the Gobi for the most crowded, various, and 
spectacular country in the world. Coming back from the cluttered 
jungles of Tonkin my attention was naturally not taken by China’s 
visual complexities, and in any ease I relished the second return as 
considerably more than an improvement in the quality of the sight- 
seeing. After a sojourn in a country which was not really a country 
but the colonial possession of a European power, it was a pleasure to 
return to a land which was run, however haphazardly, by its own 
people. China was still unique as the only great country on the 
Asiatic mainland to have resisted the advance of Western imperial- 
ism; it was basking in a period which now seems golden as it pre- 
luded the attack of imperialism at second hand, from the other 
direction. 


But as I realized while we waited in the heat at the border, 
amused by the soldiers who detained us — in the shade of the gate an 
awkward private was practising calisthenic exercises with a real 
beheading sword instead of the usual wooden one; cheers, warning, 
jeers, and essays at mimicry from his audience, attended his efforts 
but in no way influenced them — the essential reason why I was so 
pleased to be returning was that I had become fond of the Chinese 
and enjoyed being among them. 

I suppose the civilization which produced those humorous out- 
spoken soldiers and their four hundred million countrymen, and the 
one in which I had been reared— the oldest and the youngest, the 
arthest east and the farthest west — differ as much as is possible for 
two institutions built by the same human race. 

Occidental nations, it seems to me, and America more drastically 
t lan any other, have built their civilization as a mechanical one, 
and not only in the plain sense of the word, though in that they 
ave produced an unparalleled amount of paraphernalia; even in 
me abstract adjustments the Occidental method has been mechan- 
wa m t at it aims primarily at shaping the environment to fit man. 
h ncse civilization has grown along a belief that it is more con- 



venient and suitable to shape man to fit the environment; theirs is 
a mental rather than a physical civilization, to such an extent that it 
can really be defined as an attitude, not a structure. This divergence 
may be the natural result of the disparity between the ambitious 
Occidental temperament and the matter-of-fact oriental one when 
confronted by the same problems of existence. 

In the West the mechanical approach gives the appearance of 
having created a much larger and more -complete civilization, since 
more of it is tangible. In the matter of religion, it has produced a 
huge bulk of recorded dogma insisting on a universe patterned 
around mankind and a deity who will furnish a comfortable home 
for it to retire into afterward. In the matter of man’s relation to 
other men, it has evolved unprecedentedly complete forms of 
government, which prescribe exactly the individual’s duties to 
society and assure him of what he is to get in return. 

Its material equipment, the actual tools for the reshaping of the 
physical environment into a comfortable berth for man, has reached 
an unprecedented pitch of efficiency. Indeed, so great has the bulk 
and elaboration of this machinery become that in America, at least, 
the mechanical civilization already gives a picture of its ultimate 
future, or the future as it hopes to make it; an age in which all the 
difficulties of environment are. eliminated — the moral, mental, and 
social difficulties, of course, but particularly the physical ones — an 
air-conditioned, sterilized, sound-proofed future in which all 
civilization becomes one great machine aiming to present to man- 
kind at its kernel a surface as agreeably smooth and completely 
featureless as the inside of a cocoon. 

Perhaps in its young days two or three thousand years ago 
Chinese civilization also aimed at subduing the physical world and 
shaping it around man’s convenience. At some point in their 
development, however, the Chinese apparently came to believe that 
the more intricate mechanical adjustments were unnecessary, as 
man could attain the same harmony with his environment simply 
by accepting it as it was. A donkey or a litter was satisfactory trans- 
portation for a man who was not in a hurry; feather beds and 
upholstered furniture were unnecessary for those who had taught 
their bodies to sit or lie without restlessness on firm surfaces. 

1 This may be the inevitable viewpoint of an old civilization, 
which like an old individual has lost its desire to change its surround- 
ings and instead is content to fit itself into them. But in any case, 
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in China the contraptions of mechanical adjustment have been very 
satisfactorily replaced by an attitude "which in itself forms a civiliza- 
tion as complete and practical as could be desired. 

Of course a certain amount of mechanical civilization has always 
managed to survive through the centuries. There have been a good 
many enduring social and political usages, though these have not 
generally been efficient when applied to any but local problems. 
There has always been a great mass of homely well-tried methods 
which made the common acts of life— eating, drinking, and so on 

as pleasant in China as they were anywhere. Otherwise, however, 
the country’s great civilization has been stored entirely inside its 
people and has consisted of a marvellous spiritual resilience, a vital 
but controlled temper to be seen in all the behaviour of the Chinese, 
in their calm content and their unflagging good humour. 

• t ^ 1C t ' mc entered Kwangsi, the summer heat was pressing 
with infernal weight over the southern provinces and it made me 
veiy aware of the discomfort of the unfamiliar and disorganized 
ways of life imposed by travel. I’d had my fill of bus travel or 
rapid travel of another sort, and as it was decidedly not the season for 
s ower and more interesting journeys, I grew restless, anxious to 
press on as fast as possible. All through the rest of my progress 
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through South China I hurried in anticipation of my return to 
Peking, where I planned to enjoy a settled life again for a month or 
two before leaving for America. This circumstance was fortunate, 
for while it spurred me on too rapidly to learn anything sensible of 
the country through which I passed, it got me to Peking on one of 
the last trains ever to reach the city from Central China. 

Longtcheou, the first town over the border, was clustered on a 
knot of cliffs on either side of the Hsi Kiang, the great river of South 
China, with its two parts joined by a tremendous rusty iron foot- 
bridge. It was a bustling town, at that time in the throes of complete 
reconstruction. Wide automobile roads were being cut through it 
wholesale, and where the shops and houses had not yet been provided 
with new fronts, their interiors, arbitrarily sliced into, gaped like 
rows of dolls’ houses. Even in this small provincial backwater 
stirred the air of industry and change typical of the two southern 
provinces of Kwangsi and Kwangtung; oddly in China the South- 
erners have always been the aggressive and radical Yankees,- while 
the North Chinese have been noted for the placid, conservative, easy- 
going character associated with Southerners in other countries. 

Next day I went on in an excellent bus of. American make, clatter- 
ing past more rows of black rock pinnacles, over plains of shining 
grey-green grass, empty except for occasional herds of buffalo 
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* n g gift for strategy and liquidated the situation as smoothly and 
secretly as he was later to dismantle the revolt at Sian. Pai Chung 
Hsi and Li Tsung Ren swore allegiance to the Central Government 
—their crack troops and military talents have since played an 
important part against the Japanese — and as a minor result of the 
trouble, the capital of Kwangsi was moved from Nanning north to 
Kweilin, where it would be more accessible to Central Government 
supervision. 

In the early summer of 1937, the abandoned capital still gave 
evidence of the excitable and kinetic character of the provincial 
government. The streets were full of anti-Japanese posters and 
slogans, the most vehement I’d seen. There were also some anti- 
foreign posters, notably anti-British and anti-French, since those 
two were the European nations whose pressure, through Hong- 
Kong and Indo-Ghina, was most strongly felt in’this area. One 
poster, however, accused a dozen other nations of grabbing, since it 
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represented China’s proper sire as the greatest extent of Genghis 
Khan’s empire, stretching from India to the Arctic Circle and from 
the Pacific to the Danube. 

From Nanning to Yunglin and Yungltn to Wuchow, the bus 
travelled through a humpy green country of small mountains and 
small plains. Gradually the saw-toothed limestone peaks of western 
Kwangsi gave way to rounded hills, and the grassy slopes were 
replaced by paddy-fields dotted more and more closely with farms, 
villages and towns. Wuchow on the Kwangtung border was a packed 
city of perhaps a hundred thousand, squatting on a small red hdl 
beside the svidc list Kiang. For three dajs 1 waited here for a heat 
in which to continue eastward, and if it hadn’t been for the drum- 
ming heat I should have enjoyed tiiis first contact with one of the 
swarming southern coastal towns. As it was, I spent my days in 
Wuchow lying half nalied on the polished bamboo surface of the 
bed in my dark room at a Chinese hotel, drinking tepid German 
beer I had found in a Chinese grocery store, reading a volume of 
modem Russian short stories in English I’d discovered in a Chinese 
book store, fanning myself with a fan of white goosefeathers consid- 
erately provides! by the management of the hotel. My one daytime 
expedition was on to the river to sec the boat-races celebrating the 
mid-June Dragon Festival; these were handsome but rather un- 
exciting contests between long boats containing fifty oarsmen each, 
rowing in a frantic din of gongs and drums. 

Such Chinese cities as Wuchow were the ones first visited by 
Occidentals in any quantity and many things characteristic only of 
them have been reported abroad as typical of the whole country; 
perhaps if the old idea of China as an uncomfortable country full 
of oddly inhuman people derives from any basis at all, it is founded 
on these fantastically overpopulated settlements. To me the South 
China weather alone seemed enough to have sent away with pre- 
judices any early traveller unable to visit more agreeable parts of the 
country. Even from the awninged shade of the balcony before my 
hotel room Wuchow had an uninhabitable appearance from nine to 
fi vc ; The white-hot sunlight beat mercilessly down on the street, 
draining colour from the lurid Oriental signs and banners, laying 
exa gg e mtcd shadows below all objects and making every scene 
resemble an over-exposed photograph. At midday the pavements 
emptied except for a few belated pedestrians keeping well under the 
arcades before the stores, and perhaps a few beggars lying on 
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papers in the gutter, their bodies grey and contorted under the 
burning light, like plaster casts of the creatures who perished under 
the ashes of Pompeii. 

Late in the aftemoon'black thunderheads frequently rolled over- 
head, wiping out the glare and the add shadows, returning colour 
and shape to the buildings of the town and giving them suddenly in 
the heat an unreal look of a sharply realistic actuality, like a ludd 
moment in a delirium. With the brief, violent showers, however, 
came hot winds which negated their effect and it was not until the 
sun had disappeared for the night that any breath of cooler air 
stirred through the dty. But as soon as the dusk turned blue, cool 
air began floating up from the river, out of the cellars and the deep 
interiors of the shops. Gradually it filled the streets. Then the 
electric lights in the arcades were turned on, illuminating the piles of 
gaudy merchandise. The radios in the shops were tuned high and 
through the streets the people of Wuchow sauntered in light silk 
robes, fanning themselves, chattering, and laughing. 

From Wuchow I embarked for Hong-Kong and for two days and 
nights sailed deviously down the twisting waterways of the Hsi 
Kiang delta on a stocky old craft, perhaps half rotten, but painted an 
immaculate white and impressively armed against river-pirates by 
barricades of pointed iron bars and barbed wire This ship was 
owned by a Chinese company, but to enjoy the protection of Britain, 
it was registered at Hong-Kong and officered by battered English 
seamen too old to get such good jobs elsewhere. I understood that 
the actual work of running the ship was managed by Chinese sub- 
ordinates; as their ship was steered for them among the green 
Chinese islands, the imperially red-faced and obese old salts spent 
their days under the ceiling fans of the saloon, drinking prodigious 
quantities of beer and recounting endless stories, heroic or obscene. 

We came into Hong-Kong during the second night, and when I 
went on deck next morning it was electrifying to find the ship lying 
in vivid green ocean water before a tree-covered peak spotted with 
creamy villas and apartment houses, even at that distance completely 
European. When I went ashore I found that Hong-Kong’s foreign 
streets lined with great hotels, marble banks, and similar piles were 
indeed too overwhelmingly European, or to be specific too immacul- 
ately British, for me. Dressed in wrinkled clothes, unbathed for 
two weeks, I stole through the streets feeling like a White Russian 


panhandler, and after consuming my first milkshake in a year and 
a half at a sterilized daily' lunch, I fled inland aeain by the first train 
to Canton. 


In that colossal, sprawling, sunstruck city I stayed three days, 
waning for a north-bound train, but after six months of intensive 
travel my sense of curiosity- had atrophied. I stayed in the largest 
Chinese hotel, and overcome by the joys of having a foreign toilet 
a to myself, spent most of the three days in the bath. Otherwise I 
sat in t ie o i y- admiring the lovely Cantonese girls going to and 
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grasp its shape or character in a short time. Though along the 
Pearl River a few six- and eight-story office buildings and hotels 
overlooked the swarming life on the water and there was a proper- 
looking little foreign quarter, on an island just offshore, the rest of 
Canton was a mass of three- and four-story buildings cut through 
by miles and miles of streets similar to the semi-foreign avenues of 
the provincial towns. That legendary Canton which beckoned to 
so many generations of Occidental sea-captains, the port city 
similar to one on a willow-pattern plate, had disappeared entirely. 

Late on a close, airless evening at the end of June, I climbed into 
a packed railway carriage in the Canton Station and for seven days 
thereafter existed uncomfortably as the hills, plains, and cities filed 
by: Tsingyun, Yingtak, Suicliow, Liling, Sinynng, Chengchow, 
Kaoyihsicn, Tingchow, and hundreds more, none with more identity 
for me than the pattern the letters of their names made on the signs 
of their station platforms. Up through the small verdant mountains 
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of Kwangtung the train crawled, over a fantastically uneven road* 
bed. Into the rounded hills of Hunan it wound, along rivers rising 
for the summer floods and already dotted with floating trees and 
housetops. Past Changsha it steamed, over flatter country’, and out 
on the swampy plains of Hupeh. 

From Wuchang I was ferried to Hankow across the Yangtze, 
now unrecognizably swollen above its low winter level, and en- 
trained again on the Ping-Han line. More swiftly the new train 
rattled northward into the dry moun tain-dotted flatlands of Honan. 
It bridged the Yellow River flowing wide and shallow between 
bluffs of glistening loess and sped over the pink plains of Hopei- 
Surfeited with the process of such rapid motion up the whole broil- 
ing length of the country’, I sat bathed in sweat and crusted with 
dust, anticipating the comforts of a settled life and in particular the 
pleasures of Peking. 
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On the last day of the journey I woke early and in the cool half- 
light before dawn recognized to the west the line of hills which 
bound and adorn the Peking plain. Just as the summer sun rose, 
huge and ruddy, the train reached Lukouchiao and clicked out on the 
viaduct over the mist-covered Yung Ting River; a hundred yards 
to the east lay the pale marble bulk of the Marco Polo Bridge, sunk 
in, the mud of centuries, its carved flanks battered and discoloured, 
but still a splendid sight and even then an eminently historic one, 
though this present war was not to begin upon it until the end of that 


week. 

The bridge was the first thing I’d seen in eight months that I d 
ever laid eyes on before and it made me feel I was coming home. 
Rapidly the train covered the last few miles to the city, flashing past 
the race-course at Paomachang, past the big Pagoda, piercing, the 
grey outer walls, coasting by the willow-lined moat, and sliding into 
the long, shadowy station. After the slatternly sedan-chairs, litters, 
and carts of the interior, the immaculate and well-oiled rickshaw 
in which I left the station seemed the quintessence of accustom 
comfort. And after the teeming, tumbled alleys of the southern 
towns and the gigantic landscapes of the west, the ordere grey 

streets of Peking were like corridors in a familiar house. 

In the fresh morning light gangs of half-naked coo es were 
watering and sweeping the dusty pavements. Along the empty ways 
farmers wheeled barrows of sleek wet vegetables and past em 
gardeners trotted with baskets of plants hung from carrying po cs, 
hurrying to sell their flowers before the day’s, heat shou e ~’5 c 5 l • 
Riding up the silent avenues I found myself inexpressi y sa is 
with my return to this calm unchanging city. . 

I’d been planning to stay through the summer to pain r 
sketches I had made in the west and I wanted to find a place of my 
own in which to do so. In renting Chinese houses it was cus omary 
to contract for a year at least, so I was very fortunate in mg 
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within a day or two a small establishment which I could take for 
three months only, I leased it immediately and, after one day for 
cleaning, papering, and whitewashing, moved in. 

This house was on a by-street, Ta Shih Tso Hutung, in the 
northern part of the old Imperial city, nearly two miles from the 
Legation Quarter and the section W’herc most foreigners lived, but 
in the handsomest part of Peking. It was one of a narrow neck of 
houses stretching down between the Lake Palaces and the Forbidden 
City; at one end of its twisting alley rose the scarlet pavilions of 
Coal Hill, at the other lay the lotus-filled moat of the Purple City, 
and over it to the west towered the gigantic white dagoba of the 
Winter Palace. The neighbourhood had formerly been used to 
accommodate the Imperial servants, none of whom were allowed 
to stay inside the Forbidden City’ after dark, and even in 1937 
proprietor from whom my landlord sublet was one of die surviving 
palace eunuchs. Probably because of this Imperial connection, the 
house had certain elegancies unusual in such small places — in its 
outer court was a tiny pavilion" shading a well with a marble lip 
carved in a pattern of twining vine leaves, and in the hall of the 
main house was a panel painted with the panorama of a garden 
through which ladies in faded white garments wandered, over bric- 
a-brac bridges and among weeping willows which seemed made 
of hair. 

At my disposal were two courts; a small outer one containing 
the well, servants’ house, and kitchen, and a large inner one contain- 
ing one big house with two rooms and a hall and a smaller house 
with one room and a storeroom. For furniture there were two huge 
built-in brick beds; with mats for each of these the house was nearly 
furnished. From friends I borrowed a desk, a dresser, some odd 
tables and chairs, and the house was completely furnished. My 
bath was a wooden tub in the court, filled with clear but slightly- 
smelly water from the well, and my remaining needs were taken 
care of in the Chinese style, by a mao-feng containing a simple hole 
in the ground. For illumination candles were sufficient, as there 
was no impetus to read during an evening in such satisfactory 
surroundings. 

Into this pleasauncc I settled with a young married couple for 
servants, under no obligation but to eat, sleep, paint, and enjoy the 
fine summer weather. The only disadvantage I could find in my 
arrangements was a total lack of privacy, for the establishment was 
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but one section of a large house inhabited by an active and numerous 
Chinese family; at all times of the day and night they overflowed 
into my courts, but as they lacked privacy as much as I, there were 
interesting compensations. Next to the tumultuous incursions 
of Chinese family life probably the most picturesque aspect of my 
existence was the fact that all of it cost me less that forty-five Ameri- 
can dollars a month, including rent, food, drink, wages, and extras, 
down to every last cigarette and rickshaw ride. 

In a way my moving in here was the climax of my stay in China. 
After a year and a half I had finally become acclimated enough to 
adopt with very few reservations the Chinese way of life. And 
perhaps my adjustment to its unhurried regiment has a more than 
personal interest, since just at the time I was entering into it, the 
events which were to doom it were taking place. On the second 
day after I settled in at Ta Shih Tso, the war broke out. 

In the fourth week of June while I was still jolting northward on 
the train it had been reported that Japanese and Russian border 
patrols had met and fought on an island in the Amur between 
Manchukuo and Siberia; in the negotiations which followed, for the 
first time in years, it was the Russians, not the Japanese, who backed 
down. During the first days of July, while I was house-hunting 
through Peking, hundreds of Japanese and Korean ronins — militaiy 
plain-clothesmen — filtered into the city, and on July 3rd they 
attempted riots in several important streets. Serious trouble was 
averted only by the prompt action of the Chinese police, who 
arrested three hundred of the rowdies and dispersed the others. 

Then on the night of July seventh, during unexplained Japanese 
manoeuvres near the Marco Polo Bridge, far beyond the territory 
where the Legation soldiers were allowed by treaty, a Japanese 
patrol came too close to a Chinese garrison and was greeted with 
a blast of machine-gun fire. Instead of retreating, the Japanese called 
for aid and spent the rest of the night entrenching themselves. 
At five-thirty in the morning of July eighth a fairly large and lively 
battle broke out, continuing through most of the day and spread- 
ing to Fengtai, a few miles to the east, when a train full of Japanese 
reinforcements from Tientsin was waylaid by Chinese. 

1 Fengtai and Lukouchiao were at least eight miles beyond die 
southern walls of Peking and perhaps a dofcen from the quarter 
where I lived. The sound of rifle-fire was naturally not audible over 
such a distance, and isolated as I was, I knew nothing of the trouble 
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until I went downtown in the late afternoon of July eighth. I 
heard about it at a cocktail party, where the report that the Japanese 
and Chinese had begun exchanging bullets was almost lost among 
bits of Peking gossip. 

He performs in the costume of a Louis XIV. blackamoor^ and 
boasts he's the only man alive who can dance on a kettledrum without 
breaking it. ... 

With that complexion she certainly does herself no favour by getting 
tattooed. ... 

The Japanese claim they advanced to rescue a lost soldier , but 
now they've found that the man in question had just retired into a bush 
for reasons which were nobody's business but his own. . . • 

It was another “incident,” a comic development in the intricate 
opera-bouffe relations between China and Japan, and before going 
off to dinner all agreed that the fighting must soon be replaced by 
an exchange of ludicrous demands and counter-demands. 

When I landed in China I had been chronically excited at the 
thought of being in a country on the verge of )var, but after eighteen 
months sprinkled with scares, familiarity had taken the edge of my 
restlessness and I was inclined to concur in belittling this first battle. 
Since returning to America I’ve seen some of the newspapers of those 
early July days and it was a surprise to discover that already they 
carried the black headlines of war. Certainly the rest of the world 
was more worried about the trouble than were the Pekinese on 
whose doorsteps it was taking place. 

__ For days I was interested chiefly by the small events incidental 
to my settling down at Ta Shih Tso. As the character of my estab- 
lishment developed, it was becoming evident that it was not to form 
so much around my own plans as around those of my house-boy and 
his 'wife. Like most other foreigners in Peking, I was'to be run by 
my servants, but I had no wish to object, as that made life only the 
more agreeable. 

Both my retainers were really children. The boy, Chou Hwa- 
Chang, was a lean and simian seventeen-year-old comic, married to 
a plump little matron a year his senior. He had come up from the 
country near Tientsin a few years back and until he became my 
major-domo had served in a minor capacity in the house of some 
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American friends of mine. His wife, to whom he was formally wed 
at the age of fourteen, had only recently joined him in the city — he 
was still unused to the married state and frequently in the midst of 
sweeping or house-cleaning would suddenly look as if he’d remem- 
bered something nice and vanish in the direction of his quarters. 

I think his country upbringing made Chou more above-board 
than the average Peking boy, and it gave him other virtues I valued. 
He had a fund of energy and animal spirits which would have been 
curbed by urban training and he retained the peasant’s directness of 
speech. This last trait might not have been evident if I’d been a 
person of more years and substance or if I’d discouraged it, but on 
the contrary it amused me very much. As, for example, my ward- 
robe had become limited by this time and in order to have a supply 
of clean things my clothes had to be sent to the laundry several 
times a week; Chou sometimes forgot the wash, and once when 
I found myself without a white suit and began scolding him, he 
howled with laughter and chanted: 


Mo-yu cou-dzah, 
Mo-yu wa-dzah 
Mo-yu chert, 

Mo-yu fa-dzah. 


Meaning — 


He has no pants, 
no socks, 
no money, 

nil method. 


At the drudgery of housework Chou was rather lax; the only 
part of it he enjoyed, and consequently the only part he regularly 
indulged in, was the dusting of the walls and ceiling with a rooster s 
tail-feathers tied to a bamboo wand, and the setting to rout wit 1 a 
Flit-gun of the many flies and mosquitoes which swarmed over from 
the lake in the Winter Palace. Still he cooked and served my meals, 
shined my shoes, hunted up models, delivered chits, scrubbed my 
back when I was in the bath (his own idea), and did odd jobs ot 
fetching and carrying. His wife helped with the cooking when 
guests came, mended my clothes and washed some of them, but er 
chief duty was to run into the street to find' her husband when I 
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required something and lie had gone off gossiping. Together they 
made me comfortable enough, and if there were flaws in their 
system it was a compensation to know that at any hour of the day 
or night, like rubbing a lamp, I need only cry, “Hua-a-a,” and with 
an answering “Hua-a-a-a!” a small genic in a white robe would 
run grinning from the outer court, ready to do my bidding- 


Without effort, and with very few thoughts towards what was 
happening a dozen miles south of the city, I fell into a lazy Peking 
routine in my house. As I slept on a brick bed with only a cotton 
pad ben ca tli me, I woke early every morning while the sunlig t 
was still horizontal, clear and liquid as only the North Chin 3 
weather could make it. Undressed for the day to a pair of shorts, 
I breakfasted under the grape-arbour in the courtyard — though 
ate Chinese food for lunch and dinner, I had a foreign breakfast o 
rutt, toast, and coffee. After reading the paper I worked unit 
twe v c, sat in the sun until one or one-thirty, and then had a lunc 
o mixed meat and vegetables, rice and soup. In this matter 0 
.° od - inckIe n tal ly> I had trouble at first, for Chou was not accus- 
°m 1 to marketing for one and would buy cadi commodity in su 
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pewter holders borrowed by Chou from the shopkeeper at the comer, 
and globular hanging lanterns of white and scarlet gauze borrowed 
by Chou from the landlord. On evenings when there were guests, 
Chou and his wife were also at their unique best, joyfully shouting 
out, “Kuh-ren lai” (the guest comes), rushing out like puppies and 
escorting them in from the gate with pocket flashlights, later plung- 
ing about with food and drinks rather aimlessly but with the best 
intentions, affectionately scolding each other in the tiny kitchen as 
they prepared more and more intricate foods, or gossiping know- 
ingly about their employers with the rickshaw coolies of those who 
had come. 

For entertaining I was handicapped by lack of an icebox, but the 
cold spring water in the well made a good substitute; Chou kept the 
bucket at the bottom full of drinks and appropriately enough this 
well with the carved marble lip flowed not with water but with 
vodka cocktails. 

Perhaps the high point of my entire residence at Ta Shih Tso 
was a brilliantly moonlit evening in these early days of the war when 
I had some friends in for dinner and afterwards, the pull of the moon 
being so strong and the landlord having opportunely left a ladder 
in the comer of the court, we ascended on to the flat roof of the gate- 
house for the evening. It was a beautiful night, suave and cloudless, 
with the moon shining metallic on the tiled walls of the Imperial 
Palaces on one side and milky white on the great dagoba on the 
other. Beyond the expanses of curving roofs the city was silent 
except for the purr of a belated automobile or occasionally a faint 
breath of music from the roof-garden of the Hotel de Pdkin two 
miles to the south. As yet no sound of guns, even in die distance; 
only near at hand a rattling ardllery of comments from the Chinese 
neighbours collected to observe the moonstruck foreigners and a 
cross-fire of snorts and sarcastic but proprietary explanations from 
Chou as he crashed up and down the ladder laden with chairs, 
cushions, trays of coffee, and later beer. • 

t 1 

For some time the incipient war did nothing to disturb this sort 
of life. I could reflect comfortably on my good fortune in having 
returned to Peking when I did, since from the first the battlefields 
stretched along the Pcking-Hankow railway line and completely 
disrupted the service. Otherwise the conflict might have been 
twelve hundred miles away rather than twelve. . 
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After the sharp fighting of July eighth, the Chinese and Japanese 
officers in the field conferred, and on the ninth, though sporadic 
firing continued, a truce was declared. On the tenth the informal 
skirmishing became heavier and for a time disrupted traffic on the 
Fcking-Ticntsin as well as the Pcking-Hankow railway, but the 
situation remained officially peaceful. 

On the eleventh, claiming the Chinese had been insincere and 
had not retreated far enough away from them, the Japanese displayed 
a curious logic and advanced, capturing two villages near the Marco 
Polo bridge. Even then, for day’s the fighting remained quite light; 
the crux of the matter seemed to be that while neither side was 
anxious to fight, neither could retreat -without losing face. Both 
Chinese and Japanese troops remained in the same small area. They 
could not entirely avoid each other and whenever either side felt 
it had been provoked, the firing would begin afresh. 

Of course these last are newspaper facts which we in Peking 
probably learned slightly later and in slightly more garbled form 
than did the news readers of Europe and America. As to more 
actual signs of the conflict, there were none yet in the city. The 
fine days of early July slipped by and still there was no appear- 
ance of unrest in the sunny streets, no sound of guns. Only m 
the evening newsboys ran through the alleys with Chinese extras 
on the war— a shrill “Mai FaoI” “Mat Pao!” was the way they 
shouted them. Both factions had their military headquarters 
in the city and it seemed typical of Peking that inside its walls 
Chinese and Japanese soldiers should pass peacefully on the streets, 
while in the fields not far outside they were attempting to kill one 
another. 

The first time I had reason to understand that this war was real, 
a grim presence within a few miles, was on a stifling night when I 
wakened at three or four and, unable to get to sleep again because 
of the heat, went into the courtyard for a cigarette. The dawn was 
turning green in the east, but the city was still dark and absolutely 
silent. From the south-west came a faint pulsing of guns, distant 
but very distinct in the breezeless’ air. There was an intermittent 
crackle of rifle-fire, drowned occasionally by the thudding boom of 
artillery, punctuated by the hasty tattoo .of machine-gunning, 
btandmg m the quiet court in the centre of the slumbering city, it 
took an effort to understand that in the fields only twelve miles 
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away these small sounds were shattering explosions, some of them 
catastrophes which tore and destroyed human beings. 

As I remember, I first heard the guns on the morning of July 
twelfth. In the next few days the not-so-distant war began to have 
its effect on Peking. The city had been technically under martial 
law from the outbreak of fighting; now its restrictions were felt. 
The gates in the outer wall were kept shut and guarded all day, 
opened only at specified times when a certain number of farmers 
with food to sell were allowed to pass — the price of food began to go 
up. Increasingly stringent curfew restrictions were also declared. 
First the time when all had to be off the streets was set at ten,' then 
it was gradually advanced to seven. More alarmingly, barricades 
began to appear in the big streets. For the rest of July the make- 
shift fortifications were to be thrown up and tom down as the 
threat of fighting in the city fluctuated; in typically Pekinese 
fashion, the largest barricades were those built first when danger 
was least probable — as the days passed and the possibility of violence 
grew more real, the indifference of the barricade-builders grew 
with it and the barricades became smaller and smaller. 

Still these developments brought the war close enough to define 
the attitude those in the city were to take towards it. Even the 
imperturbable Chinese were being forced to recognize the possibility 
that at last, after so many empty alarms, perhaps this was it. Though 
there was no appearance of panic, the price of food went higher as 
many began laying in supplies for a siege, and accommodations in 
the Legation Quarter became scarce as the wealthier Chinese quietly 
prepared to move in their valuables and families. 

We foreigners were in an extremely false position, being in the 
area of a war and yet not part of it. With all the unpleasantness 
kept outside the walls and only the excitement filtering in, it was 
hard to make a tragic thing of it. The war seemed no more than one 
of those pleasantly novel and exciting group inconveniences, like 
a small blizzard or a cloudburst, which throw every one together in 
more or less comic misfortune and so increase conviviality. 

In my own case the early restrictions were perhaps more serious 
than to the majority; since I lived so far in the north city my move- 
ments in the evening were uncomfortably curtailed by martial 
law. For several days, though, the police enforcing it were lax and 
riding Chou’s bicycle I could generally get downtown and back as 
long as I returned before midnight — the only real difficulty was 
T.C.W. 
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Typical of the skirmishing of this period and of the amused 
attitude foreign Peking was taking towards it were the tales we 
heard of Chinese prowess with beheading swords. The weapon has 
always been a favourite of Chinese story-book heroes and many of 
the tales already had the stature of legend. It was said that every 
night scores of Japanese sentries were surprised and decapitated by 
creeping Chinese swordsmen. It was affirmed that the Japanese 
High Command had hired trucks from the Italian garage and sent 
them through the lines in the grey hours before dawn to collect 
the torsos and heads and cart them to a secret place to be cremated 
before other Japanese could take alarm at the fate of these. Still a 
party of correspondents visiting the Cliinese front reported they 
had bought a melon from a roadside vendor and borrowed a behead- 
ing sword with which to cut it from an obliging soldier. They could 
hardly dent the fruit with it. 

Already, of course, these bush-league battles were superseded in 
importance bv the diplomatic manceuvrings in Tokyo and Nanking 
and of them we could get only the sketchiest idea in Peking. At 
first Tokyo claimed it would not negotiate with Nanking on the 
question at all, that North China was the only area involved and 
consequently the North China military authorities were the only 
Chinese to be dealt with. This was taken to mean that all the 
Japanese wanted was one more slice of North China, with a treaty 
giving them footholds on another slice. 

Meanwhile the Nanking Government maintained a fairly 
belligerent front, but until the last week of July this seemed a 
pretence to appease the Communist armies and the rabidly anti- 
Japanese factions of South China. No discernible steps for defence 
were taken and Chiang Kai-Shek was generally considered too 
shrewd a man not to realize the odds against him and reconcile him- 
self to another loss of northern territory. With this spirit in the 
two capitals many felt that the trouble would be settled with only 
a minor defeat for one side and a minor victory for the other. 

On the nineteenth it was even reported that General Sung-Cheh- 
Yuan, head of the North China garrison, had come to an agreement 
with the Japanese in Tientsin. It was at the Japanese Officers’ Club, 
over drinks, that the parley was supposed to have taken place and 
the agreement was characteristic of the old school of Sino-Japanese 
treaties. The Chinese would not only retreat, but would apologize 
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for not having done so sooner. Clauses for the suppression of anti- 
Japanism, Communism, and other forms of “insincerity’’ would be 
worked out later. 

Though no one could yet hope that the trouble was over, the 
actual fighting showed no signs of spreading, and during the third 
week of July Peking began to regain its ordinary composure. Martial 
law was relaxed, the barricades dismantled and the sandbags emptied 
of sand. Even the sound of the guns disappeared for a time. The 
only sinister detail in the placid picture was a stream of reports 
from Tientsin, Taku, and Shanhaikwan, warning that more thous* 
ands of Japanese troops were debouching on the North China plain. 
They pointed to a fact which nobody wanted to accept then, that a 
situation was forming which could only be solved by violence on a 
large scale. 

For several days the Pekinese breathed easily. After all the 
alarm, the trouble had been another “incident” which would taper 
off according to schedule in a tragi-comic flourish of diplomacy. 
No doubt the Japanese would come out of the affair with a stronger 
hold on Peking, if not complete control. Some of their demands 
would be aggravating, some humiliating, but it was to be expected; 
the situation was not a new one. In the foreign colony, the old- 
China-hands were loud with their “I-told-you-so’s,” secure again in 
their assurance that as a show nothing could approach the bad old 
days of ’i2 or ’23. Among the travellers there was a little disappoint" 


but be curious about the nature of war. On the other hand, I was 
very contentedly fixed and hated the possibility of any change. I 
was maintaining a precarious financial balance and as I had already 
paid my rent through October, war in Peking would embarrass me; 
I could not afford to leave my house as long as it had four walls and 
a roof. < 

So far the war affected me only as it affected my plans, but inside 
Peking there was no way of getting a decent understanding of its 
character as a catastrophe; from inside, it seemed as small and far- 
away as any of the lesser events which had failed to affect the calm 
of the ( city’s thousand courtyards. Actually my painting was less 
disturbed by the war than the heat, for while I found it compara- 
tively easy to become accustomed to the distant explosions, it was 


nt and a little relief at the apparent return of peace. 

Like the others I accepted these developments with mixed feelings, 
ving had absolutely no previous experience of it, I could not help 
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impossible for me to concentrate with drops of sweat rolling slowly 
down my spine. 

July, usually rainy, had developed into a beautiful but uncom- 
fortable month and day and night the weather stayed consistently 
dear and unbearably hot. And as one tropic day succeeded another 
I found that in the endosurcs of my small house my own special 
version of the Cdcstial Never-Never Land was taking shape. The 
flowers I'd had planted were growing like weeds and the weeds 
themselves were bursting into bloom. On the grape-arbour over 
my door, long pale clusters of Persian grapes were ripening, and at 
the far end of the court a jujube tree also bore a burden of maturing 
fruit and cast its shadow over the carved spirit-wall on which was 


inscribed in faded scarlet 



the propitious character 


for happiness. 

On one morning of this week Chou came jubilantly back from 
market with a small mimosa-like plant in an earthen pot. He 
placed it on my desk and proudly demonstrated that if touched, its 
leaves would fold up and draw back against the main stalk. For a 
day or two he even neglected to caper through the house with the 
Flit-gun and spent almost all his time poking and teasing the little 
bush, laughing uproariously at its every nervous withdrawal. Still 
he had noticed my amusement one noon at finding in my soup some 
cucumber slices nicked into the form of daisies and thereafter for 
half an hour before lunch and dinner would closet himself in the 
kitchen to slice cucumbers and laboriously cut the slices into the 
shape of stars, crosses, swastikas, flowers, or bugs. 

With the conservatism of her sex, Chou’s wife inclined to dis- 
approve of these japes, but she was too young and amiable to make 
a stand. One morning Chou tore the knee of his baggy black cotton 
trousers while sporting on the roof-tiles with the children of the 
landlord; he took himself off to liis wife for repairs and I could hear 
much talk and laughter coming out of their tiny one-roomed house. 
At lunch-time the boy pranced back like a peacock and showed me ^ 
that his wife had mended the rent by embroidering over it m silk 
thread an engagingly pop-eyed centipede with azure and vermilion 

stripes. . 

It hardly disturbed my idyllic little pen when over it, every day 
in larger quantities Japanese war planes "droned through the hot 



262 THROUGH CHINA’S WALL 

blue sky. As yet they dropped no bombs near the city, but they 
frequently released bales of scurrilous anti-Nanking propaganda 
over it. Seated at case in a flower-decked courtyard it was hard not 
to regard these fantastic paper showers aesthetically — the implica- 
tions could not matter. When thrown from the planes the bundles 
of pamphlets would plunge rapidly down for two or three hundred 
feet, then rip apart and scatter into descending flights of tiny pag 65 ’ 
flickering silver and white as they turned over and over in the blue 
air; like butterflies, like snowflakes, like manna, like anything but 
what they were. 

Then on the twentieth of July something went wrong with the 
mending peace. In Peking on the twentieth we could only learn 
what the rest of the world was already reading in its newspapers-- 
that in Tientsin Sung-Chch-Yuan had announced the cancellation of 
his agreement with the Japanese, declaring no Chinese would retreat 
without direct orders from Nanking, and at Ruling a little earlier 
Chiang Kai-Shek had made an extremely belligerent speech. On the 
twenty-first, however, these events bore terrible fruit, immediately 
apparent to every one in Peking without the aid of newspapers. The 
fighting south of the city broke out with redoubled ferocity and all 
through the day the noise of bombardment rolled overhead, louder 
and nearer than ever before. The barricades in the streets were hur- 
riedly reconstructed and the restrictions of martial law enforced 
with unprecedented vigour. As was later reported, on the twenty- 
first the Japanese shelled Wanpinghsien, the largest town in the 
disputed area, and set it afire. A savage battle began at Fengtai and 
Peking was again cut off from the coast. In the fighting on this day 
big guns were used in large quantities for the first time; extensive 
trenches were dug and a formal line of battle established. 

From now on events began happening so rapidly and on such a 
scale that the mechanisms of reliable news-dissemination could no 
longer cope with them and the ordinary people of Peking really 
knew no more of the approaching war than their own eyes and ears 
could tell them. The Chinese papers began publishing extras several 
times a day, full of alarming and contradictory reports, and at all 
hours the city pulsated with wild rumours spread from mouth to 
mouth, but the only thing definitely known by all was that while 
the tide of battle waxed and waned inexplicably, the sound of the 
guns was generally closer. By cycling downtown, which I now did 
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several times a day, I had access to the more rapid, and usually more 
feverish, rumours of the foreign colony and I could read also the 
typewritten bulletins posted in the hotels by the foreign news 
agencies. This was hardly satisfying, however, for these reports 
also became more and more peremptory and confused. 

On the twenty-second it was reported that General Sung-Cheh- 
Yuan had had another change of intention, if not allegiance, and 
ordered his troops to retire. Many refused, notably the Thirty- 
Seventh Division composed of exiled Manchurians who were implac- 
ably anti-Japanese. They entrenched themselves and declared they 
would fight to the death; in Peking on this day, the boom of the 
big guns gathered enough volume to vibrate loose wi ndow-pancs 
and small bric-a-brac. 

But then on the twenty-third the battle began to die down and 
on the twenty-fourth all was abruptly quiet. The soldiers of both 
sides were said to be retreating from the front and it was rumoured 
that both Tokyo and Nanking had become amenable to negotiation. 
It seemed that the recent spat had only been a two-sided attempt to 
gain last advantages before signing a treaty. On the twenty-fifth, 
Japanese and Chinese retreated completely from the main battlefield 
at the Marco Polo Bridge and the firing died down enough for traffic 
to resume on the Peking-Hankow railway, cut for nearly three 
weeks. 

Arriving on the first train from the south was a General Hsiung 
Pen of Chiang Kai-Shek’s staff. His first action was to make a fiery 
anti-Japanese speech to an assembly of soldiers and his presence could 
indicate that China was finally prepared to fight; on the other hand, 
the first train going south from Peking was full of members of the 
anti-Japanese Thirty-Seventh Division, banished to Paoting in 
accordance with a Japanese suggestion. Whatever these develop- 
ments might mean, the opposing troops had not retreated from 
each other in territory away from the Marco Polo Bridge and, 
as there had not been a formal front except in that section, both 
forces were inextricably mixed together. With all nerves tense 
to the breaking point, peace was at the mercy of the slightest 
accident. 

From the twenty-third until the twenty-fifth, Peking enjoyed its 
last breathing spell. Though few now believed that this could be 
more than a lull, the appearance of the city was still amazing y as 
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usual. Under the dusty trees in the avenues the citizens loitered in 
white summer clothes, talking anxiously of the war, but also drink- 
ing tea, eating sced-cakes, airing their birds, or playing with their 
children. Though most of the barricades were left standing, large 
openings were made in them for the passage of traffic. 

On the twenty-fourth my landlord approached me anxiously to 
ask if he might buy an American flag to hang over our mutual gate. 
Chou, on the other hand, showed no signs of worry; when Japanese 
bombers roaring overhead interrupted his homework he would aim 
at them with his broom or duster, click his tongue resoundingly) 
sketch a tail-spin and crack-up with one swooping gesture, and go 
back to work crowing, “Ii-ko fci-chi whai-liao!” (One flying- 
machine spoiled!) 

But the calm in the city was like the pause at the end of the long 
slow ascent to the top of a roller-coaster. The foreign Embassies 
began delivering notices to their nationals informing them what to 
o if evacuation should prove necessary. On the twenty-fifth, when 
^ to the American Chancery to register my residence, I found it 
milling with tourists asking for trains to Tientsin and old residents 
straig itening out lapsed passports — -incidentally when such pass- 
ports were received they were found to be cautiously marked, “Not 
va i or travel in Spain.” Downtown it appeared that the Occi- 
dentals of Peking were in more of a ferment than the Chinese. The 
re eating Thirty-Seventh Division had entrenched itself on the 
golf-course at Paobashan, digging fortifications which ruined the 
rairways and greens, and now even the old China hands were begin- 
to a mlt tbat this war was serious. Among the floating popu- 
• ^ 1 er ® were those who had had enough and were turning 
L c y at tlj ^ P r °spect of holding front seats for a war, and those 
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of the fighting the big railway bridge near-by was damaged, cutting 
the line to the coast for an indefinite time. 

On the twenty-fifth the actual nature of this incident was not 
known in Peking, but none except the deaf could be ignorant of its 
effect. From Lanfeng the fighting rapidly spread over all the terri- 
tory it had previously occupied and into wide stretches of new 
country. By the twenty-sixth there were battles in progress on all 
sides of Peking except the north-west. The noise of the explosions 
rolled back and forth over the sun-baked city and through the 
groups congregated in its streets flew the rumour that a few stray 
shots had already begun landing inside the walls. 

On the evening of the twenty-sixth a company of Japanese soldiers 
in trucks attempted to enter through the south-west Gate to reach 
the Japanese Legation; it was by no means an attack, as the extra- 
ordinary fact of the matter was that the invaders had previously 
come and gone as they pleased. But this time the Chinese guards 
trapped the trucks between the double gates and then began tossing 
hand grenades on them from the walls above. A short, fierce battle 
ensued before the Japanese could blast their way free. All the 
southern part of Peking was thrown into a panic, and uneasiness and 
incredulity spread over the rest of it as the hot night air was jarred 
by sharp explosions. The impossible was happening; the war had 
reached the city. 
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At noon on the twenty-seventh I was eating lunch under the grape- 
arbour in my court when Chou came in with a chit from a friend of 
mine who lived near the Legation Quarter. The scrawl inside the 
small folded paper advised me to pack what I could and come down 
immediately as trouble inside Peking was expected within twenty- 
four hours. 

This was it. 

Suddenly and completely all tranquillity was scooped out of the 
sunlit courtyard. In half an hour I was packed and ready to go. 
This was excitement; in a sneaking way I had even anticipated it 
during the past three weeks, but as I left my house not knowing 
under what conditions I could ever return, I found that all I wanted 
was to stay there in peace. 

Through Ta Shih Tso word had quickly spread that the foreigner 
was going and there was a crowd to watch me leave. Men, women, 
and childrai from up and down the alley stood silently and expres- 
sionlessly in the dust, some with their arms folded or their hands 
clasped behind them, others slowly fanning themselves. My land- 
lord and his numerous family stood at our gate with an odd air of 
embarrassment on their faces. Chou was the only one who could 
not ignore the spectacle I made perching in a rickshaw under my 
clothes and household goods, trying to balance a roll of wet can- 
vases. As I left, he jeered tolerantly until his wife, who at eighteen 
Knew all the proprieties, shushed him by pinching his shouldcr- 
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Still none of the barricades yet blocked the -way entirely and 
between them traffic flowed little heavier and no more hurried than 
usual. There were a few rickshaws piled like my own with dishev- 
elled luggage, but most of them swung past, their warning gongs 
pealing joyously and their wire spokes flashing in the sunlight, 
ridden only by merchants, ladies, or students as placid and composed 
as on any other day. Along the gutters milled the usual crowds, 
gossiping, meditating, now hooting amusedly at the confusion by 
the barricades. Under the roadside trees vendors meandered and 
quantities of people bargained, bickered, ate, drank, had their shoes 
mended, their hair cut, or their fortunes told. Plainly the general 
conviction was that this could only be a scare, that the ultimate must 
somehow be averted. 

When I reached the house where I was to stay, I found that among 
the foreigners this comfortable conviction was failing. Instead 
there was uncertainty, rendered the more irksome by the fact that 
it was impossible to know accurately even the ambiguities of the 
position. The meagre bits of real news were already dwarfed by 
rumours of every sort and it was not until days later that we were 
to learn what had been happening. 

But the fact was that by the twenty-eighth the Japanese had been 
successful enough in the fighting outside the city to make it likely 
that they would try their luck inside. Their troops were just beyond 
the gates in the east and north, and they already had a considerable 
force inside the walls, in barracks at the Japanese Legation. 

Outside the Legation Quarter Peking was still entirely held by 
Chinese. They were concentrated in the northern part of the city, 
but they kept all the gates in the outer wall strongly guarded. It 
was expected that street-fighting would begin with the Japanese in 
the Legation attempting to march to the eastern or northern gates 
to let in reinforcements from that section, and the Chinese defences 
were all calculated to defeat this move. The barricades thrown up 
that afternoon commanded the strategic avenues leading from the 
Legation Quarter to the endangered 'gates. 

Late on the twenty-eighth these, special streets were closed to 
general traffic and that night Chinese troops took their positions 
behind the barricades while machine-gunners and snipers established 
themselves on the roofs above. 

But in the meanwhile we knew nothing of this. It seems 
ridiculous, for the house to which I had come was less than a hundre 
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feet off Morrison Street, the avenue up which it was most like f 
that the Japanese would attempt to march, as it led straight nor 
from the Japanese gate of the Legation Quarter. Still, while Mor- 
rison Street drained of life and changed into a grim scene for violence 
we sat in a pleasant courtyard, in equally pleasant ignorance. 

Though technically a refugee, I was finding that in reality I ha 
but moved from one Peking courtyard to another equally, wall' i 
in — geographically less remote, but perhaps more isolated in spirit 
from the current urgencies. The friend with whom I had come to 
stay was a dealer in Chinese curiosities who lived in a large bouse, 
thickly ornamented with his wares. His imposing courtyards, iu 
of flowers and pottery figures, and his high painted rooms garnished 
with porcelain, lacquer, and bronzes, made an elegant and supremcl) 
orderly setting in which even the thought of war seemed out o 
place. Here the telephone could ring, as indeed it did all afternoon 
and evening, bringing rumours of disaster, but the Celestial Never- 


Ncvcr-Land was still intact and in a peculiarly ornate form. 

I remember that it was a fine summer’s evening; the sunset was 
salmon pink, flecked with purple clouds. Though the noise of the 
guns had become a continuous rumble, booming from all sides of 
the horizon, at dusk the homing doves of the neighbourhood circled 
the sky as usual, the clay whistles on their tails sighing and fluting 
with piercing sweetness. 

We dined very late, with an elegance which even then seemed 
slightly idiotic, beside a tank of lotus in the courtyard lit by cream 
and scarlet lanterns. But apparently we were more upset than. we 
realized, for after dinner we sat on and on, talking and listening 
sometimes to the victrola, sometimes to the reverberation of .the 
guns. It was four in the morning and the sky was getting grey when 
we finally went to bed. The fine July weather had broken at last; 
in the dim light the sky showed cloudy and a thin rain was begin- 
ning to fall. 


I fell asleep immediately. Less than an hour later a squadron of 
Japanese planes bombed the suburbs of Peking. The noise of the 
explosions was shattering, driving many to lie in the middle of their 
courts or stand in doorways, and it is with a little sheepishness and 
much relief that I Tccall having slept through it without waking 
once. „ 

At about eight-thirty, however, I was perfunctorily shaken 
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awake by one of the house coolies. I don’t remember now just how 
it was I realized that this was the day,' perhaps it was the expression 
on the face of the boy who woke me, but from the first there was no 
doubt that the time had come. 

The Japanese troops were expected to march out of their Legation 
at any moment. The Chinese behind the barricades were tense to 
the point of frenzy. Normal traffic had ceased throughout the 
city; the alleys were full of apprehensive gossips, but the big streets 
were deserted except for a desperate trickle of refugees aimlessly 
attempting to find security by exchanging one place for another. 

All this we naturally learned by hearsay. Inside the house the 
courtyards were as insulated and peaceful as ever and it was very 
hard to understand that scenes of desperation were only a few walls 
away and violence might be only a few minutes off. 

Towards nine o’clock an American marine came to the front 
gate, delivered a notice, and hurried away. The mimeographed 
paper advised all Americans to go to their assembly points immedi- 
ately, prepared for an indefinite stay in the Embassy. Less than a 
minute after the marine had disappeared, while we were still stand- 
ing by the gate reading the notice, there came a sudden burst of 
clattering detonations. The explosions were sharp, abrupt, and 
deafening — very near, certainly within two hundred feet. 

My instinctive reaction was a Pekinese one. 

“That can’t be guns,” I assured myself. “It’s too close.” 

In the next split second I hoped that it might be fireworks and only 
when I saw how it was affecting others did I realize what it had to 
be. The alley full of idling coolies emptied in a flash. A half-dozen 
Chinese refugees who had been passing towards Momson Street in 
baggage-laden rickshaws rushed into the front court with us. The 
gate-man slammed shut the gate and locked it. 

There was another sharp burst of firing longer than the first, 
then a frozen hush and this silence so much louder than the explo- 
sions, prolonged itself through several telescoping minutes. But at 
last the gate-man opened the gates again. The refugees departed 
nervously back in the direction from which they had come. The 
alley was already full of people crowding in groups as the rumours 
flew up from the big street; in short order we heard that the firing 
had been directed at the party of American marines delivering 
notices and one of the marines had been shot. 

This small clash, which resulted in the only injury to an Amcri- 



THROUGH CHINA’S WALL 

can in all the fighting in the Peking area, was soon superseded by 
more important calamities and its cause was never completely 
settled. The marines had been proceeding up Morrison Street on 
horseback, stopping at the mouths of the side streets inhabited by 
Americans long enough for a messenger to rim in and deliver the 
notices. Just north of our alley was the first of the Chinese barri- 
cades. The Chinese involved subsequently claimed that, as the 
marines approached, a Japanese ronin stepped into the street in 
front of them. That was possible but unlikely. It was more prob- 
able that the Chinese, for hours tensed to the expectation that a 
Japanese force would charge down upon them, had mistaken the 
Americans for Japanese — their uniforms and helmets could look 
alike to a nervous eye. In any case, they opened fire and the 
Americans returned it. The mistake of identity was not discovered 
until several rounds of shot had been exchanged and one of the 
marines received a slight but bloody wound in the thigh. - 

Mainly because of this skirmish we decided to try our luck where 
we were rather than risk a trip to the Embassy. Judging by the 
experiences of other foreigners moving in, such a journey would 
have been unpleasant but not dangerous. All day the temper of the 
streets remained nervous to the verge of panic. Some refugees were 
nudged with pistols by tense sentries and others were swept about 
in crowds fleeing from the sound of invisible guns — as there was 
no fighting in the city that day, the shots must have been fired 
simply by overwrought soldiers. Still no foreigners were injured 
except the one marine. 

By remaining in the house we avoided even these minor excite- 
ments, and when the turmoil over the shooting at our comer died 
down, we found ourselves marooned in a vacuum, embarked on a 
marathon of the most stultifying boredom. I know that to be 
trapped in an Oriental city by the threat of impending hostilities 
is a stock situation of melodrama, but the consciousness of a pictur- 
esqueness in our position could not occupy us at the time. Actually 
there was nothing for us to do but sit and wait for something to 
happen, and while a sense of danger may sharpen an experience if it 
is brief, when prolonged it becomes the most tiresome factor of all, 
as it hobbles the mind to a single track. 

All day the deadlock in Peking remained unbroken. The fighting 
swept up to the walls and the Japanese surrounded the city on ail 
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sides except the west, but still the Chinese showed no intention of 
relinquishing their position inside. All day Peking remained tense, 
its streets empty, all its ordinary life suspended, and all day we sat 
in the house. We sat, we ate, we drank, we sat. Imprisoned inside 
the walled courtyards in the centre of the walled city, we enjoyed the 
unwholesome calm which prevails at the centre of a circular hurri- 
cane. 

Our knowledge of the invisible battle was approximately the 
same as if we had been listning to it by radio and as in a radio 
drama the sounds painted the events which produced them with 
terrible clarity. The curiously soft but profoundly jarring fu-fu-fu- 
u-u-mm of the air bombs presented the slug-shaped missiles streak- 
ing down in slanted groups, die splintering chaos as each hit one 
split second after the other, the fat pillar of smoke and dust which 
billowed up as the echoes faded. The artillery spoke with a sharper 
and more concentrated impact of recoiling guns and shells whistling 
horizontally across the countryside, clipping the tops off trees and 
the comers off houses as they descended to bury themselves in 
circular fountains of earth. The scattered peppcrings of rifle-fire 
clicked, rapid snapshots of men rushing at random through the tall 
crops, firing as they ran and sometimes flailing their arms and 
stumbling with hot insect-like bites in their elbows, necks, or thighs ; 
the vicious titterings of machine-guns flickered a grotesque movie 
of a plane diving low over a marching column and leaving it a black 
scatter of men hurling themselves into the ditches or lying con- 
torted in the dust. 

The courtyards where we sat surrounded by walls and tasteful 
bric-a-brac constituted a microcosm of the whole museum-city of 
Peking and even during the explosions it seemed incredible that the 
ancient honeycomb of tree-shaded enclosures should be jarred by the 
noises of a modem battle. 

My host had lived in Peking for several years, becoming very 
attached to the city and in particular to the objects he had collected 
in it; in this crisis which endangered both he expressed a desire to 
sleep until the trouble was over and did as much as was humanly 
possible to attain that end. In the next house to the east of his lived 
another American who had decided not to go into the Embassy. 
She was one of those resilient expatriate ladies who have spent years 
living around the world in spots like Mexico, Morocco, Bali, or 
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Majorca; she had no family, but on her travels had accumulated a 
household of handsome things with which she had settled perman- 
ently in Peking. On the first morning of the siege friends of hers in 
the Legation Quarter offered to send a car to fetch her, but she 
declined to leave her furniture, saying it was really all she had and 
if anything was to happen to it the same had best happen to her, too. 
In a compound just to the west lived the landlord of both these 
houses, a perennially cheerful American-educated Chinese. By the 
use of ladders we could climb from one house to another without 
going on to the street and often we four gathered to exchange 
rumours and speculations, drink, and determinedly assure each other 
that we were more comfortable than if we had gone into the 
Legations. 

At times the telephone functioned and we were able to hear 
alarming and contradictory news from the Quarter. More often 
the telephone was dead — the electricity fluctuated, too, but that was 
not as serious as it would have been in an Occidental city, since we 
were not dependent on it. 

Prom the stories we heard by telephone and the reports the 
servants brought in off the streets, we were able to piece together a 
sketchy idea of what was happening. It was definite that the Jap- 
anese, now at the advantage, had commanded the Chinese troops to 
quit Peking and they threatened to attack if their orders were not 
obeyed. We heard of various ultimatums and deadlines; the city 
was to be gassed at noon or bombed at midnight, street-fighting 
would start at dawn. One after another the rumours arrived, each 
more unsettling than the last. 

Late in the afternoon the anxiety and boredom finally drove my 
host and myself out of the house. We walked cautiously to the end 
of the empty alley and looked out on Morrison Street. Either the 
Chinese soldiers had withdrawn from their barricades or else their 
tension had relaxed enough to make the street safe. While there was 
no traffic, not a single automobile, rickshaw, or bicycle, the side- 
walks were covered with people. Dressed in white, they milled about 
anxiously, fanning themselves in the sunless, leaden heat. The 
clustering groups were static and each person evidently remained 
within running distance of his own door. With faces greenish-pale 
and tightly drawn, all were talking hurriedly and worriedly; they 
were the wires over which the many rumours travelled. 
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Early that evening the servants came in off the street with 
jubilant accounts of Chinese victories at Lanfeng, Fengtai, and other 
strategic points. It seemed too good to be true, but later newsboys 
ran through the alleys screaming extras with the same report. As 
it proved, this news was indeed false, cruelly false, since it raised the 
spirits of the Pekinese just at the time when they should have been 
abandoning hope. 

Later in the evening came rumours of Japanese successes and it 
was said that the deadlock inside the city must now be broken. Mid- 
might had been appointed the zero hour and if the Chinese troops did 
not retreat the city was to be attacked from the air. 

But by this time neither my host nor I could any longer convince 
ourselves that the danger was real. After so many hours of expecting 
calamity momentarily, it was no longer possible to believe in it. We 
needed sleep, so we went to bed and slept through until morning, 
saving ourselves considerable trouble. 

As we heard next day, during the first part of the night appre- 
hension had increased to the pitch of panic. The central telephone 
office even went so far as to call telephone holders advising them of 
remedies to have on hand in case of gas and of the safest shelter to 
take from bombs. But midnight came and nothing happened. At 
two in the morning the Chinese troops quietly marched out the 
western and north-western gates. By the time we woke up, it was 
all over. Though no Japanese had entered the city, every Chinese 
soldier had left it. Peking had fallen. 
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Of the slow return to an altered normality, I have the most jumbled 
recollections. Through the first day after the withdrawal of the 
Chinese troops, it was considered unsafe to move about the city and 
we remained seated in the house, hearing much from the telephone 
and the verbal telegraph of the alleys, but knowing nothing. It was 
rumoured that the Chinese troops had left for strategic reasons- and 
would soon return. At the same time it was said that the Japanese 
were planning a triumphal entry, after which Peking would be 
given over for pillage. Many feared that in retreating the Chinese 
had only prepared a trap for the Japanese and that fierce fighting 
would break out after the arrival of the invaders. There were reports 
that the dty would then be bombed by Chinese. With no violence to 
put a clean end to the tension which had been growing during the 
past weeks, the situation collapsed into a wallow of uncertainty and 
unbridled rumour. The Pekinese were stunned by the conquest of 
their city; it was the more incredible that it should have been so 
peacefully effected. 

There were rumours that hundreds of Japanese and Korean 
ronins had been turned loose to terrorize and pillage and on that first 
afternoon the servants reported that a Korean on a bicycle had come 
up the alley examining the numbers on the houses until he reached 
our gate, then turned and departed. That night the landlord dug 
out his pistol and the neighbour produced another, pearl-handled, 
from among her furniture. No more ronins appeared, however, and 
we heard no reliable reports of depredations anywhere in Peking. 

The city’s dazed calm was extraordinary because for an interval 
during the change of control it was without real police protection. 
When the Chinese troops departed, the police remained in the dty, 
but they gave up their arms and in large part left their posts. It was 
hours before they accepted the inevitable and went back to work; 
when they did reappear, incidentally, they had only changed from 
khaki summer clothes into black-and-white winter uniforms to 
signalize the change of regimes. 
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At all hours the noise of guns still resounded from very near, 
and in die city all peace-time activities were still suspended. The 
barricades remained across the big streets and die gates in the outer 
wall were kept shut, guarded by skeleton crews of police; hordes of 
frightened refugees had collected on both sides of die walls, some 
anxious to flee the city, others to enter, but the gates were never 
opened, as it was uncertain what troop movements might yet centre 
on them. 

Over the telephone on the second day came the story of how the 
first gates were opened during this anxious period. Apparently it 
was die custom of the British Legation guard to wear roses in their 
lapels to celebrate the anniversary of the battle of Minden, waged 
between French and Anglo-Hanoverian troops in Westphalia on 
August r, 1759. Just before the final trouble in Peking, a messenger 
on a bicycle had been dispatched to Fengtai where die required 
flowers were being grown, but, as he was delayed by fighting along 
his road, he was unable to return before die gates had been closed 
and fortified. Immediately on his appearance before the walls, the 
British Legation set its influence crashing against the police and 
after much telephoning the sandbags and barbed wire at the gate 
were laboriously removed and the twenty-foot bolts shot back. The 
great metal-studded portals swung out and the first man to enter the 
beleagured city cycled in, laden with roses. 

My own reaction to the fall of the city was first an access of 
immense lassitude, replacing the nervousness of the past days. I 
was obsessed by a feeling of unreality. The discrepancy between the 
much that had happened and what I’d seen was too great, and know- 
ing so little about the war it seemed more remote than if I’d been 
reading through accounts of it in America. 

My host and I continued our stolid vigil inside the house until 
the second afternoon when the utter insupportability of continued 
inaction and ignorance drove us out. 'Exploring a maze of narrow, 
twisting back alleys, we discovered a way to reach the H6tel de Pdkin 
without venturing on any of the big streets and from the hotel we 
were able to cross over into the Legations. 

This walled quarter had been transformed into an extraordinary 
camp, with the entire fantastic menagerie of Peking’s foreign 
colony herded into an area the size of two city blocks. The hotels 
and hostels were jammed and quantities of refugees were billeted in 
every house, flat, barracks, and shed. The Dutch, the French, the 



Italians, and others with capacious Legations and few nationals 
had not had great difficulty in accommodating their refugees. The 
British, who numbered several hundred, characteristically had the 
largest Legation, so their problem was not particularly acute, but 
the Americans, who outnumbered all other foreign groups — there 
were more than a thousand — had one of the smallest Legations. We 
found its compound a highly-organized, highly concentrated 
bedlam. 

All space in every building from the Embassy itself down to the 
marine gym was packed with refugees and their effects, and every 
lawn was solid with brown army tents full of more refugees. 
Camping together in a welter of boxes, bundles, and fluttering lines 
of wash were missionaries, business folk, tourists, California and 
Hawaii-born Chinese, and quantities of the odd people peculiar to 
Peking. Naturally there was some sourness; the distinguished 
ladies quartered inside the Embassy declared that fifteen women to 
one toilet was too many, even in war-time, and on the lawn by the 
mess-tent disgruntled dog and cat owners, who had been forced to 
leave their pets out in the city, gathered to stare at the goats brought 
in by a family of missionaries. Otherwise the oddly-mixed crowd 
had attained an extraordinarily cheerful homogeneity, and the whole 
business had more the air of an Elks’ clambake than a concentration 
of refugees. 

Considering the cramped space, the lodging of the mob was 
exceptionally well managed; all the arrangements were the fruit 
of years of planning against just such an emergency and were 
complete down to neatly lettered signs, “To the Showers,” “To the 
Dining Hall,” and so on. Fifty cents a day was the charge for these 
accommodations, and that included three ample meals of canned 
American food — canned beans, canned pineapple, and similar goods 
which seemed particularly tasty, as during peace-time they were 
expensive imported luxuries to the civilian Pekinese. The half- 
dollar also covered a band concert every evening by the marine 
band. 

These features caused a general satisfaction to be expressed by 
the Americans at the fact of their being Americans. Comfortable 
stories were circulated concerning the British Embassy, where the 
food was said to be bad, the prices high, and class lines among the 
refugees delicately but firmly drawn. Also commended was the 
rumour that the American Embassy had offered protection to the 
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sixty or seventy 'White Russian taxi-dancers of Peking, girls without 
a country whose lot would be unthinkable if order should break 
down in the city — this report caused much envy of the American 
marines among the British, French, and Italian Legation guards. 

As might be expected, with so many people deprived of their 
usual pursuits the Legation Quarter was continuously astir with 
horrifying and diverting rumours. On all sides the war was fought 
to fifty different finishes. There was sympathy for the under-dog 
Chinese and a still stronger antipathy for the Japanese, though this 
was founded chiefly on personal reasons, since many were apprehen- 
sive of what effect the conquest would have on their own particular 
bcrtlis in China. But there seemed to be little real concern and no 
rage; the most seriously considered subject in most circles was the 
rumour that cholera had broken out among the Japanese and 
Korean refugees squalidly crowded together in the ex-Austrian 
‘ Legation. Actually wagging tongues were already turning from 
the war, since the hurly-burly of evacuation had uncovered at least 
one first-rate personal sqandal. 

■ After the second day the refugees who lived near the Quarter 
were allowed to go out to their homes as long as it -was light, but 
they were asked to return into the legations for the night, as it was 
still feared that rioting and pillage might break out. 

Even in appearance the city was far from normal; most of the 
shops remained closed and the streets had only a trickle of traffic. I 
continued to spend most of my time vacantly seated with my host 
in the house to which I had fled, deprived of all impetus to action. 
Several times a day, though, we availed ourselves of the short cut to 
the Hotel de Pekin, for there at least we could exchange rumours 
with others and read the daily typewritten bulletins posted by the 
news agencies. And there, from the roof-garden which was the 
highest point in Peking, we could even see evidence of the 
catastrophic sequence of events so rapidly taking place outside the 
city. 

From the roof-garden one morning during the siege, those who 
had refugeed to the hotel saw the destruction of Tungchow, a few 
miles to the east. In that small city, formerly the Japanese-domin- 
ated capital of the Hopei-Chahar demilitarized zone, the Chinese 
militia revolted and massacred more than a hundred Japanese 
civilians. This was as unwise as it was unnecessary, for Tungchow 
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was at the time ali but surrounded by Japanese troops. The reprisals 
were swift and severe. Tungchow was attacked from the ground and 
from the air; hundreds of Chinese were killed and much of the city 
was burned. From the roof-garden the accomplishment of this 
terrible event showed only as a squat, billowing column of black 
smoke. 

On the first morning wc went to the roof we saw the attack upon 
Hsi Yuan — the West Barracks. When the soldiers of the Twenty- 
Ninth Army left Peking, they had marched to these barracks near the 
Summer Palace, and here at the foot of the Western Hills they made 
their last stand before quitting the plain. The battle was one of the 
fiercest in the Peking area, but from the roof-garden it was a toy 
encounter. 

Miles away, the huge barracks appeared as a row of tiny black 
boxes. Beside them on a round hill lay the jewelled roofs of the 
Summer Palace and behind them stood the solitary spire of the 
Jade Pagoda. Across the horizon stretched the delicate blue wall of 
the Western Hills and before it the flat green plain billowed with 
unbroken foliage. The scene was entirely tranquil except for the 
planes. Only dots in the sky at such a distance, they circled above the 
barracks, dipping and weaving like persistent bumblebees. We were 
too far away to see the bombs, but at intervals a puff of white smoke 
would mushroom up from the floor of the plain. After a moment 
would come the shimmering detonation, only a faint boom on the 
warm breeze. 

On the roof-garden we sat in comfortable white metal chairs 
among tubs of flowering pink oleanders. All our circumstances 
made it difficult to realize the implication of these small puffs of 
smoke dotting the attractive panorama. It was impossible to be 
angry, frightened, or grieved, but it was also impossible not to feel 
the complete indecency of watching such things, even at a distance, 
over a quiet glass of beer. 

We foreigners were spectators to a war, to something which 
should under no condition have an audience. It was a puzzling and 
distressing situation. We had the luxury of not being forced to 
anger or hate, but at the same time were exposed to events tolerable 
only to closed minds. As spectators we occupied the same position 
in relation to the war which women once traditionally held in a 
combatant country, and indeed the attitudes of most of us seemed 
womanish — I use the word as a term of reproach but not unfairly, 
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since individuals of either sex placed in the same artificial position 
go to the same extremes. 

As the war receded, many were succumbing to the morbid 
fascination of sight-seeing, and chased after excitement, or, as it 
proved to lie more usually, after hotTor. They wanted “Experi- 
ences”— -comfortably come by, of course. Their aim was to sec life, 
but their achievement was to see, and ttsually to photograph, the 
more spectacular aspects of death. 

On the other hand, some tried to ignore the whole business. They 
proceeded with their personal life as if nothing had happened, taking 
the view that, if people should persist in slashing, mashing, and 
killing each other in their neighbourhood, they would treat it as 
any other dirt)’, unmentionable thing and overlook it. 

In the middle of one evening — I think it was the third night 
after the fall of the city — we were sitting stupidly in the house when 
we heard the faint sound of music coming from overhead. Several 
blocks south we could see the tall bulk of the Hotel de P£kin and 
along one shoulder of it tiny figures were moving about in a flat 
area of radiance; the roof had reopened for dancing. 

Though martial law was still strictly enforced and the streets 
were absolutely forbidden after dark, we were able to reach the hotel 
quite easily by the back alleys, and it was indeed an agreeable change 
to dance and talk in this cool place instead of sitting in a stupor in 
the sweltering house. The hotel was outside the Legation Quarter, 
but it stood opposite a gate in the Italian Embassy and was con- 
sequently accessible to the refugees; since boredom had become a 
problem even in the crowded Quarter, quite a number of gentlemen 
in white mess-jackets and ladies in cliiffon gowns were swinging 
around the polished cement dance-floor to the tootling of the small 
American band. 

From the roof after dark the war was only an occasional flicker- 
ing of lights on the black horizon, but here fpr the first time I got 
some idea of its actual nature, for here gathered the newsmen and 
cameramen who had been at work beyond the walls. Several parties 
had just that day managed to get out the South Gate and drive down 
the road to Nan Yuan — the South Barracks. What they saw was 
horrifying enough to make quite satisfactory copy, for the ruined 
country was littered grotesquely with the dead and near-dead, all of 
them rotting and swelling in the heat. 
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The carnage was said to be most appalling, where a column of 
Chinese fleeing in trucks and automobiles had run into a nest of 
Japanese machine-guns. The cars still stood in a crazy line, each one 
packed with corpses. The chef d’ oeuvre was a staff car under which a 
dead horse, inexplicably wedged, was swelling and jacking upward 
a cargo of dead men. Still all agreed that none of these sights or 
even the smells were as harrowing as the sounds which hung over 
the scenes of battle, for the moans and screams of the wounded 
hidden in the crops were still unceasing. 

Around the dance-floor sudi tales were told and listened to with 
excitement. The dancers would congregate with glistening eyes, 
eager to be horrified between dances, and it was edifying to observe 
the wave of rather wet-lipped flirtatiousness which followed in the 
wake of any peculiarly gruesome story. But really it was no longer 
so agreeable to dance or sit drinking cool drinks, conscious that the 
lights above the tables made an island in the sky to men decaying 
on the plain, or that with a favourable breeze the wretches might 
even hear snatches of the dance-music. 

Without decision I had embarked on the passive attitude towards 
the war, but in the next few days I became extremely restless. It was 
possible for me to return to my house during the day, but I found 
that I could not climb back into the ivory tower and isolate myself 
in the life I’d enjoyed during July. It appeared that a war could make 
most occupations seem futile near it, and painting was of course the 
first to look useless. For the time being I could not go back to it, 
and when I found I could borrow an automobile from a Chinese 
friend, I volunteered with it for Red Cross work. 
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The machinery of relief in Peking was extremely disorganized and 
it took me several aimless days to find what to do and how to do it. 
The foreign colony was forming a branch of the Red Cross which 
concerned itself with supplying and distributing medical equip- 
ment inside the city, and at first I worked for this organization, 
driving doctors and nurses from one hospital to another, delivering 
batches of bedding, bandages, disinfectants, or mosquito netting. 
But before long the need for this kind of transportation became 
known and more than enough private cars, complete with their 
Chinese chauffeurs, were loaned. 

The important job was still the carrying into the city of as many 
wounded as possible. The foreign newsmen who went outside 
brought in all those they could load on their cars, and other parties 
of Occidentals, notably a group of Germans, going out independ- 
ently brought in dozens on each of their trips. A few sight-seers 
had also managed to get beyond the gates, and while their main 
interest was in the use of their cameras and the search for souvenirs, 
they generally brought in wounded when returning. This took care 
of only the most accessible sufferers, however, and a multitude still 
lay in need of help. 

The bulk of the work was being handled by the Chinese Red 
Cross and it was proceeding very slowly. The gates of the city were 
already under Japanese control and as they were opened only occa- 
sionally, without discernible schedule, it was impossible to be certain 
of getting out except by going to a gate and waiting; many cars 
spent valuable hotms or entire days going from one closed gate to 
another. Even when they did get out, the efficiency of the ambul- 
ances was not great, for their crews of hired chauffeurs and student 
volunteers showed a natural reluctance to go near any Japanese. 
There were rumours that Red Cross parties had been fired upon and 
whether they were true or not, they provided an opportunity for a 
foreigner to be somewhat useful. The Chinese who went out were 
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very eager for the protection the presence of an Occidental was felt 
to give; at that time foreign prestige was still practically intact. 

My first trip out was to the village of Tsing Ho, about twelve 
miles north of Peking. It was reported that after the battle at Hsi 
Yuan a company of Chinese fled here; Japanese pursued, several 
hours of fighting followed, and in the end the village was partially 
demolished by Japanese bombing planes. Some wounded had reached 
Peking and they affirmed that there were many more still in the 
village. 

We went to leave the city through Hsi Chih Men (the North-west 
Gate). When we arrived at the walls, the great metal-studded 
portals were shut and barred, fortified with sandbsgs and guarded 
by a few Japanese soldiers and a company of sullen Chinese police 
armed with night-sticks. Along the avenue leading to the gate stood 
a huge silent crowd, some with bundles and other luggage who 
were country people caught inside the city by the trouble, and 
empty-handed hundreds who were the idly curious. 

Rather surprisingly the guards immediately agreed to let us go 
out. They rounded up a dozen of the nearest bystanders and set 
them to moving the sandbags from in front of the tall vaulted 
stone passage. Then they had them push back a brass-bound bolt 
the size of a telegraph pole, and one of the ancient thirty-foot doors 
was laboriously swung wide enough for a car to pass. 

We were jolting into its maw when suddenly the crowd behind 
surged forward, pushing aside the police and ignoring the cries of 
the Japanese. Thirty or forty scrambling men and women escaped 
the guards and managed to hurl themselves through the opening 
ahead of us, while the others jogged behind in a tight-packed 
phalanx. When we passed under, we confronted another wave of 
yelling runners clutching luggage and children and pieces of furni- 
ture. As soon as the cars cleared the gate, the two tides converged on 
it from opposite directions and the narrow passage was jammed with 
a screaming, pushing mob, half of them fighting to get in, half of 
them fighting to get out. 

Into this multitude the police charged, whacking and gouging 
with their sticks. By main force they began to move the great gate 
shut again, but still a stream of people flowed in and out the narrow- 
ing g a P' As the door swung farther in, they pushed through in single 
file, with those coming out crawling, squeezing, stumbling over 
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those going in. The last one in was a fat and dishevelled merchant 
in a Panama hat and oyster-white silk robe, balancing a patent- 
leather suitcase over his head. The last one out was an old farm 
woman stumping along on bound feet with her arms miraculously 
full of odd bundles, a bird-cage hooked over her elbow. She cackled 
triumphantly when the great gate ground shut at her heels. 

As we drove away from the city on the road to the Summer 
Palace, I apprehensively expected at eveiy bend to be plunged into 
scenes of desolation, but on the contrary I had never seen the country 
looking lovelier. The low clouds which had been drizzling over 
Peking almost every day since its fall had temporarily broken into 
sailing cumuli and wide splashes of sunlight and shade moved 
slowly across the green landscape. After weeks cooped up inside the 
city, practically restricted to a single house, it was delightful to see 
again the waving fields of rich crops, the glistening banks of trees, 
and the line of blue hills in the distance. 

But along the willow-shaded highway streamed a dark tide of 
refugees hurrying in both directions. Those going away from the 
city were mostly men, empty-handed or swinging a few small 
possessions twisted in cloths; they were rickshaw boys and other 
coolie labourers returning to their native villages to be with their 
relatives in case of emergency. Inbound were whole families travel- 
ling in carts or rickshaws, carrying with them piles of clothing, 
chairs, cooking utensils, scrolls, mirrors, bowls of goldfish, sewing 
machines, lacquered chests, electric fans, and other prized possessions. 
They were benighted Peking vacationists 'from the Western Hills and 
the richer class of village-dwellers, fleeing to the comparative safety 
of the city. 

About five miles out, we passed a patrol of Japanese, a company 
of tired, dirty men resting on the edge of the road with their rifles 
piled beside them, morosely smoking, scratching themselves, knock- 
ing the mud from their boots, or sprawling on their backs with 
their eyes shut. Their small square faces, sharp with fatigue and 
black with several days’ stubble of beard, made a startling contrast 
to the round hairless ones of the Chinese multitude. As the 
stream of refugees swept ceaselessly past, each nationality stared 
at the other with hostile curiosity, as at insecurely-caged beasts. 

Along this main road the territory was indisputably conquered 
and almost every farmhouse displayed a makeshift Japanese flag. 
There was something very pathetic about these white rags on which 
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circles had been splashed with red paint or to which discs of red 
paper were pinned; it was lucky for the peace of mind of the simple 
farmers that the flag of Nippon was so easy to imitate. Some of the 
refugees wore red-dotted handkerchiefs fastened to their sleeves and 
some carried tiny paper flags fastened on long twigs. 

Beyond Tsing Hua University, empty and apparently abandoned, 
we left the paved highway and proceeded cross-country over a net- 
work of dusty lanes. In this area there had been fighting three or 
four days before, but the peaceful appearance of the landscape was 
hardly marred. Only along the roads the grass and underbrush was 
trampled flat and occasionally through the crops an erratic swath 
marked the passage of a tank. There were even a few farmers at 
work in the fields, but they were timid and vanished at sight of our 
cars. 

We entered Tsing Ho through a grey street empty except for a 
few dazed peasants. The silent, shuttered houses were scarred by 
machine-gun fire and at the far end of the village they gave way to 
a flat field of desolation. An old man standing against a truncated 
wall explained that the Chinese troops had been concentrated around 
the police station at this end of the main street and here they had 
been attacked by planes. By a fluke the police station itself was still 
standing, minus its front wall, but around it stretched a shapeless 
confusion of splintered timber, tiles, and adobe bricks, broken 
crockery and glass, tom paper, straw, and clothing. 

Seeping up from under the ruins was a suffocating brassy stench. 

I dreaded what each glance might disclose, but the sources of the 
smell were invisible. Only in one valley of debris lay a frightful 
fly-covered mass of green and red corruption. My stomach twisted 
at the sight and it was an immense relief when I realized that I was 
looking not at the remains of a man, but at an exploded pile of water- 
melons. 

We were told that soon after the attack from the air, Tsing Ho 
had been partially surrounded by Japanese troops, and, although 
they later abandoned their attack and never did enter the town, the 
Chinese troops had fled. Inside the police station were several 
abandoned boxes of potato-masher hand grenades, looking remark- 
ably like cases of ginger ale, and in the street before it was a tangled 
heap of cast-off uniforms . I was later to find that the whole coun try- 
side was dotted with these garments, strewn in the fields, the roads, 
and the ditches; singly, in dozens, or in great piles like this one. 
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As no rifles ever lay with the clothing, it was possible to believe that 
each abandoned uniform indicated the evolution of another guer- 
rilla warrior, from then on indistinguishable from China’s hundred 
million farmers. 

Through Tsing Ho the Chinese internes in our party went from 
house to house, inquiring for wounded. We had heard that there 
were at least a hundred casualties here, and the appearance of the 
village made that seem an underestimate. In a quarter of an hour we 
learned the astonishing fact that there was not a single wounded 
person to be taken to Peking. The injured soldiers had been removed 
at the approach of the Japanese and the wounded civilians, of whom 
there were admitted to be a good many, were unwilling to leaye 
home. 

It was a tragic situation, as without medical aid many would 
undoubtedly die. Still there was an unshakable conviction that to 
go with the Red Cross would cost money. These country folk could 
not believe that they were being offered somethingfornothing, and 
the wounded, or their families, had all decided that a free demise 
was preferable to an expensive convalescence. 

Also as Peking was known to be full of Japanese there was under- 
standable apprehension about going into it. These people were 
medieval and their idea of war was not complicated by ethics. As 
the war has developed, their conception of it has proved true only 
too often and perhaps our efforts were out of place. 

Our departure from Tsing Ho was supremely anti-climactic. 
We had got into our empty trucks and were ready to drive away 
when a farm woman ran up with her naked little son in her arms. 
She pointed out that the child had some sort of boil on his penis and 
asked for medical aid. One of the Chinese internes got down from 
his place and, after some minutes of probing and pinching, cured the 
condition. We waited in the devastated street, which was silent 
except for the screams of the infant, seven men in two trucks, a large 
party for so small a job. 

This fiasco was characteristic of the fumbling, flurried work of 
those days. False reports sent us hustling all over the countryside. 
Wc would hear that there were twenty wounded or fifty wounded 
in a certain place, but on going there would discover cither that 
there never had been any injured, that they had been removed, or 
that they were unwilling to come into the city. It was a comedy of 
disorganization, rendered completely unfunny by the fact that all 
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the time, on all sides, there was desperate need for help if we could 
but locate it. 

Most of my trips at this time were into territory to the west, 
occupied by Japanese troops recuperating after the battles before 
Peking. Fortunately in this area the fighting had not been severe 
nor long drawn out and the men had not been brutalized as those 
in other parts of China later became. The iron discipline of the 
Japanese army was still apparently perfect. Though there were 
rumours of frightfulness I did not encounter evidence of it nor did 
I hear any reports of it from sources which could be identified as 
reliable. The worst offences of the Japanese seemed to be in the line 
of petty thievery and meannesses which are no doubt the habit of 
any conquering army. 

As a matter of fact, it was during these trips that I first had the 
slightest sympathy for the Japanese. My previous experiences with 
them had been limited to the military police, the petty officials, and 
the ronin class in China — admittedly the scum of the nation. This 
was my first contact with ordinary citizens. 

Most of the soldiers around Peking were very young, obviously 
fresh from training school, and it was hard to resent as individuals 
these hordes of grinning children helping themselves to the benefits 
of the countryside and only incidentally making life miserable for 
the Chinese they encountered. They sat in the shade drinking tea 
and beer, which they paid for whenever they felt they could afford to. 
They ranged through the farms taking eggs, vegetables, and 
chickens, with grins which showed how fine they thought these 
stolen goods would taste. They amused themselves by trying to 
speak Chinese to the local farmers, who naturally accorded their 
efforts the same welcome they would have given a cobra attempting 
to make friends. 

The dusty North China plain where clear water was a rarity was 
plainly a disagreeable environment for the islanders and when we 
went out past the Summer Palace, then the Japanese army head- 
quarters, we found every brook and pond full of naked little Japs 
scrubbing themselves .and rinsing their underwear. They were 
delighted to be still alive and many would laugh and wave at the 
Red Cross trucks as we passed. All this would have been jolly if it 
hadn’t been for the sick excitement which tensed the Chinese drivers 
and internes at sight of them. < 
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One incident in particular destroyed for me the Japanese soldier 
as an ogre. One morning we were trying to get to the Western Hills 
following a rumour that there were casualties in a temple there; 
we already had two wounded Chinese in the back of our truck. 
Before the Jade Fountain we were hailed by a pair of Japanese 
sentries who refused to allow us to pass, then very gingerly began 
searching the cars. Small parties of Japanese were continually 
being ambushed at this time and as the sentries searched, such an 
eventuality was obviously in their minds. 

We had one Ford sedan and a large truck entirely covered in 
by a canvas top. First they went over the smaller car carefully, 
even to looking under the seats; then, after examining the driver’s 
cabin of the truck with equal caution, they went around to its back. 
Nervously they loaded their rifles and began poking open the rear 
door with the points of their bayonets. 

As the door swung out, their pose and expression showed that 
the two small Japanese expected to find the truck full of armed 
Chinese soldiers crouching to spring at them, but of course the open- 
ing door only revealed two miserable Chinese boys staring up with 
alarm from the floor of the truck. It was a memorable tableau; two 
Japanese in the road, two Chinese in the truck. Not one of the four 
was more than seventeen and it would have been impossible to tell 
which pair was more terrified. 

Before long it began to appear as if all the urgent relief work had 
been accomplished. The wounded along the roads open to auto- 
mobile traffic had been picked up and it was comfortable to assume 
that the others, in less accessible places, had either taken care of 
themselves or died. In searching for those in need of aid, we were 
beginning to find ourselves used by those who did not really need 
assistance. Several times I helped bring in men who, as I later 
decided, should under no condition have entered the city. These 
were Chinese soldiers with only minor wounds; it was feared that 
the presence in Peking of any number of such able-bodied men 
might rouse the Japanese to clean the hospitals of the wounded and 
healed alike. 

The slightly wounded soldiers who did choose to come in with 
us were pathetic figures. It was easy to see why they wanted to 
come to the relief organizations in Peking, even though it meant 
putting themselves at the mercy of their enemies. Far from home 
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and cut off from their companies, they faced the prospect of becom- 
ing either beggars or bandits. 

Their ignorance of the nature of the war and the place they 
occupied in it as individuals was pitiful. On one trip into the eastern 
suburbs I helped bring in four soldiers; none of them was injured 
so badly that he could not walk and all their wounds were healing 
cleanly, but they were very anxious to enter the city. At the gate as 
a matter of routine the guard asked what company they belonged in. 
They were not in uniform and should have denied that they were 
soldiers at all. Instead they replied that they were Pao-an-tui 
(militia) from Tungchow. 

We were horrified. The Pao-an-tui had been responsible for the 
massacre of Japanese civilians at Tungchow and since then Japanese 
patrols had been relentlessly hunting them down with the intention 
of exterminating every' last man. We drove the four poof fools into 
the city, told them never to say again that they were pao-an-tui, 
and delivered them at a different hospital from the one to which we 
had told the guards at the gate we would take them. I have no 
idea what finally became of them. 

In a military way the Peking area quieted very rapidly- A week 
after leaving the city the Chinese troops had officially withdrawn 
on all sides to a distance of at least a dozen miles. In the south they 
fell back beyond the Liuli River and in the west they retreated into 
the hills. In the north and east, the territory from which the 
Japanese advance had first come, there were of course no formal 
Chinese lines, though the country was said to be infested with small 
parties of soldiers cut off from their companies, now living off the 
land and trying to keep out of the way of the Japanese. 

And for the time being the invaders did not press their attack. 
With almost symbolic promptness the weather had turned bad with 
the fall of the city and this delayed rainy season made the first weeks 
of August miserable. It also rendered the clay roads of North 
China impassable to Japan’s mechanized troops, so for some time 
the region was calm except for occasional local “mopping-up” 
operations. 

By the second week in August, life inside the walls had regained 
its usual tenor to an amazing extent. All the foreign refugees left 
the Legation Quarter — it was a popular story that the American 
authorities had to tear down their tent city in order to get rid of 
some who were loath to leave such comfortable quarters and luxuri- 
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ously cheap meals. The foreigners’ small world inside the city was 
disconcertingly settles! and almost every one had reconstructed his 
or her special variety of calm. While there might not be quite the 
spaciously carefree atmosphere of pre-war days, there was a comfort- 
able feeling of security from violence and that, for the time being, 
was enough. 

Even socially the city was returning to its accustomed ways. 
From a distance it may seem grisly that any one should have been 
bent on entertainment at such a time, but from the Pekinese point 
of view the situation was just bad enough to make distractions 
welcome and still not so bad as to make them inappropriate. There 
were no large parties yet — martial law made them hardly feasible — 
but at six and seven in the afternoon, in courtyards all over the city, 
little groups gathered to be stimulated by the flow of rumours and 
gin. I continued to live downtown and after an aimless or harrow- 
ing day outside the walls, any relaxation was pleasant. 

It was typical of Peking that by the time reports oPdisasters 
outside filtered through its walls they had somehow lost their 
element of tragedy. While there were some subjects which could not 
possibly be viewed dfvertfngly, the war was nevertheless productive 
of anecdotes, and the minor adjustments necessary between the two 
races made rich sources of tittle-tattle. 

Much was heard of the difficulty the Japanese had in keeping 
clean. It was said that the Chinese farmers in the occupied territory 
had two major complaints against their new lords; they raped their 
daughters and bathed in their fresh-water tanks. Some day, it was 
agreed, they would go too far. 

One tale in particular made a comfortable talisman against more 
disquieting rumours of atrocity. It seemed that when the war broke 
out a certain Chinese doctor and his very attractive wife had been 
vacationing at a hotel in the Western Hills. They were unable to 
return to Peking in time and, after the Chinese retreated, their hotel 
was visited by a Japanese patrol. The soldiers lined up all the 
women in the hotel and after deliberation selected the doctor’s wife 
and marched her upstairs at the point of a bayonet. After an hour 
or two she came down again trembling with fury. What the soldiers 
had wanted of her was to scrub their backs while they were in the 
bath, a duty any Japanese woman would expect to perform but un- 
thinkable to a Chinese. 

Under Peking’s emollient influence -even pillage had whimsical 
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aspects. One lady whose villa in the Western Hills had been broken 
into by a roving band of Japanese managed to visit it a few days 
later and found it strangely plundered. All photographs of her 
three handsome daughters were missing, as were their more friv- 
olous pieces of underwear. Nothing else of value was gone, and 
there was no damage done except to the villa’s stock of toilet-paper. 
This had been unwound and cut up — not simply slashed, but with a 
care which spoke of hours of labour it had been snipped into lacey 
streamers and fanciful doilies which were strewn all over the house. 

Of course even to Peking the subject of military occupation 
could not always be nice and the Japanese whimsicality was some- 
times coupled with a brutality which indicated what might happen 
in less favoured neighbourhoods, should army discipline break 
down. At another inn in the Western Hills a Chinese lady had been 
trapped with her two small children and in the course of events a 
party of Japanese appeared. When the soldiers came into the inn, the 
children, both under ten, showed signs of fright. This irritated the 
soldiers and to teach him not to be afraid of Japanese, they picked 
up the little boy and threw him out the window. 

It was a ground-floor window and the child was not seriously 
injured, but witnessing this, his infant sister ran screaming from 
the house and hid in a near-by cornfield. When the Japanese had 
gone, the mother and her friends ran out calling to the child to 
come back, but she scuttled in panic from those who were looking 
for her and would trot even answer their cries. Although it was 
raining violently, she spent the night crouching out in the field and 
it was late the next day before she dared return to the inn. 

On August eighth the Japanese army staged its official entry into 
Peking. Through all the morning a long column of troops, trucks, 
and tanks filed into the city through Yung Ting Men (the South 
Gate), parading up the central avenues before they divided to occupy 
the barracks vacated by the Chinese. I -went out of the city with the 
Red Cross that day and missed the more spectacular parts of the 
procession, but I did get back in time to see the tail end of it. Up 
Hatamen Street was rolling a thundering column of trucks loaded 
with food and ammunition. All of them were draped with coarse 
netting in which cornstalks and foliage had been woven for camou- 
flage; even the grim dust-covered drivers wore on their helmets 
small nets like lettuce bags, into which leaves and grasses, and some- 
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times flowers, were twisted with an unexpectedly coquettish effect. 

By the Legation Quarter the several hundred Japanese and Korean 
civilians of Peking were massed, waving small Japanese flags with 
shrill enthusiasm. Near them stood a number of Chinese paid or 
coerced to wave the same flags;, photographs of them were to be 
subsequently published in Japan and elsewhere as pictures of the 
oppressed North Chinese welcoming their liberators. 

The atmosphere of the rest of the city was characterized by a 
hostile apathy which contrasted strangely with the vociferations 
of this organized cheering section; the idlers who usually swarmed 
to witness the smallest demonstration were nowhere to be seen. Only 
an ordinary number of passers-by stood at the comers waiting for 
an opportunity to cross, and some of the householders along the line 
of march stood in their doorways, holding their small children from 
running out to play in the road. 

For an American the triumphal procession was embarrassing, as 
it demonstrated that the mechanized Japanese army travelled 
entirely in American motor-cars. Also, a good proportion of the 
trucks were piled high with cases of a well-known American gaso- 
line. It was ironic that in Peking at the time was an American 
woman whose name and large fortune were eminently associated 
with the company which produces this brand; with a generosity 
appropriate under the circumstances she was the largest contributor 
to the local fund for jhe relief of wounded Chinese. 

After the triumphal entry, Japanese troops were quartered inside 
Peking and from then on the streets were full of them. There was 
renewed talk of atrocity, but these rumours seemed to be as un- 
founded as in the country, and I’d say they were false if it hadn’t been 
that unexplained rifle-fire was on several occasions heard in various 
parts of the city. 

Nevertheless, with nothing but easy successes behind them the 
air of the conquerors was still amiable. Their most serious tres- 
passes were in shopping at Chinese stores and paying for their 
purchases only what fraction of the price they chose to give. Other- 
wise as far as could be seen, their amusements were harmless. They 
loved to drive about the city in their trucks and motor-cycles and 
like children they drove too fast, in order to show importance. But 
frequently an official-looking truck sizzling down the street would 
stop with a shrilling of brakes and the driver would leap out, with 
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an appearance of grimness, to bargain in sign language with a street- 
vendor of melons or peanuts. 

Shortly after the Japanese entry I moved back to my own house 
on Ta Shih Tso. I still worked for the Red Cross when there was 
anything for me to do, but by now the urgency had slackened and 
I was anxious to stop this work, which tended to be a chore 
and spend all my time painting. It_was easy to believe that the 
trouble was over. The city was conquered and the war had passed 
on. Sometimes there was a spatter of gun-fire in the distance and 
almost every day bombers droned high overhead, their undersides 
thick with clinging explosives, but these things had become too 
commonplace to be disturbing. In all material respects my happy 
backwater was undisturbed. The courtyard was full of flowers, the 
well full of vodka, and Chou hardly chastened by the change in his 
political status. 

On days when I stayed in the city I frequently walked or went for 
my lunch in the park of the Winter Palace whose walls overshadowed 
my house to the west. This immense enclosure, with its handsome 
lake and numerous restaurants and tea-houses, had been a popular 
summer holiday spot for the Pekinese, but beside it lay one of the 
big barracks taken over by the invaders and it was now becoming a 
favourite place of Japanese recreation. Late in the morning whole 
companies of the chunky little warriors marched up to its crenel- 
lated gate, double-timed past the ticket-office, and scattered to their 
amusements. They collected in raucous groups before the parrot 
cages, or walked in awe among the wooden tubs full of goggle-eyed, 
fantailed Imperial goldfish. They packed into rowboats and barges 
and paddled out among the lotus, or sat in the five lakeside pavilions, 
drinking beer and experimentally nibbling on jou-dzah, bow-dzah, 
and other Pekinese snacks. The Chinese boatmen and waiters in the 
park were already learning a smattering of Japanese, and would 
have been riding on a wave of prosperity if it weren’t that they were 
paid with Japanese military notes — “monkey money” as it was 
already known, which could be used effectively as cash only when 
passed from a Japanese to a Chinese. 

An extraordinary number of the holiday soldiers carried kodaks, 
and it was their pleasure to snap their comrades piling in acrobatic 
pyramids on the marble bridges or shouting “ Banzai” and waving 
their arms over their heads in the shrubbery of the Empress Dow- 
ager’s lock-garden. In such attractive surroundings, with their 
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uniforms still neat and clean, they made pictures which must have 
given pleasure to the families in Japan to whom the films were 
mailed ; these were soldiers who had been sent directly to occupy 
Peking after its fall and none of them had yet seen active service. 

Of course the Winter Palace was now shunned by Chinese, though 
groups of coolies stood by the gate to talk and look in at the sporting 
conquerors. Like the rest of Peking, all the other streets of my neigh- 
bourhood, even small alleys like the one where I lived, were dotted 
with similar groups of idlers, talking endlessly and trying to com- 
pensate for such dismal developments by the circulation of hopeful 
rumours. 

Time and again the population was galvanized by tales of a 
victorious Chinese arm)' appearing at the very gates and such reports 
were given ground by unaccountable explosions very near the walls. 
Until the opening of major hostilities at Shanghai, it was believed 
that the Nanking Government was sending huge forces of men, 
tanks, and planes to blast the Japanese out of North China. At one 
time it was claimed that bombers had already been sent North and 
many thought that the planes seen flying very high over the city 
were Chinese, not Japanese. The appearance of these ships could 
always bring large crowds into the streets to stare and speculate. 

It was also rumoured that the Japanese had sustained fatal losses, 
that already the war was proving too expensive for them, and so on 
and on. This sort of wishful thinking went to fantastic and pathetic 
lengths; at one time it was said that the Japanese were running so 
short of men that they had been forced to resort to dummies to 
preserve an effect of military strength. Trucks full of Japanese 
soldiers were often seen in the streets and it was claimed that only 
the soldiers around the sides of the trucks were real. Those in the 
centre were inflated imitations, artfully made of rubber. 

Chou naturally was an enthusiastic subscriber to such tales, and 
one morning while 1 was eating breakfast he rushed in from the 
street saying he had just been talking with a man whose uncle’s 
partner knew a girl who had seen such a soldier fall out of a truck. 

He had bounced ! 

The English-language paper of Peking, The Peking Chronicle , sub- 
sidized by Nanking but run by a British staff and serviced by foreign 
news agencies, provided a welcome amount of reliable information 
and each morning erected some small structure of fact in this 
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shifting morass or rumour. Isolated as I was in the northern part of 
the city, without a telephone and without foreign neighbours, it 
supplied my only regular contact with the events of the war. 

The Chronicle had been printed every day of the actual siege even 
though it could not be delivered until the streets were open to 
traffic again. Soon after the Japanese entry, however, it failed to 
appear one morning, and when I sent Chou to sec if he could fetch a 
copy, he returned saying that all the newsboys had been caught by 
Japanese and impressed for work in the barracks. Tor a day or two 
the paper was still printed and was available to all who came to get 
it, but one morning Chou came back reporting that no papers were 
to be had. When I went downtown I heard that a company of 
Japanese had marched into the newspaper office and flatly ordered 
that publication be suspended; as the controlling stock in the paper 
was owned by Chinese, the British editors were unable to protest 
effectively. 

Thereafter I was left floating in my elegant retreat, bereft of all 
regular connection with the outside world. After an intolerably 
newsless day or two I subscribed to the Journal de Pikin, a small 
French-language paper which was run entirely on French capital and 
could not be interfered with. The war had seemed remote enough 
before, but when I began reading about it in French it receded beyond 
all reality. This conflict, described in the elegant phrases and 
resounding periods of the language of Racine, could not be the grim 
and dirty business taking place just beyond the walls. It was one of 
these stately clashes such as arc depicted in eighteenth-century prints, 
waged between mandarins and samurai in embroidered armour. 
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A WET DAY 

It took only one day to destroy entirely my budding complacence. 
I had decided that the necessary relief work was done and was about 
to give up going to the Red Cross when by chance I descended into 
new territory south of the city. Word had come in that a soldier of 
some importance, the son of a former President of China in fact, 
was lying wounded in a village about twenty miles south-east of 
Peking. Friends of his family in foreign diplomatic circles had 
arranged to send an old French professional soldier, an ex-aviator of 
Chang Tso Lin’s, to fetch him. A truck from the Red Cross was 
dispatched to drive this man on his way as far as possible and I 
went along on the truck for whatever assistance my white face might 
give in getting it back inside Peking, should the Frenchman be 
unable to return before dark. 

The August morning was hot and overcast, and as we reached 
the Yung Ting Gate in the centre of the lower wall of Peking, a 
tepid drizzle began falling. After only ten minutes of telephoning, 
the Japanese guard at the gate opened the huge doors and let us out. 
warning, however, that unless we returned between five and six in 
the afternoon we would not be allowed in again. Outside it took a 
good half-hour to go the first two hundred feet because the narrow 
road leading to the gate and the bridge over the moat were packed 
with the carts of refugees and the barrows of farmers with produce 
for the markets inside. The tide of waiting vehicles was desperately 
jammed from curb to curb and we could make passage for ourselves 
only by walking to the outermost carts and then urging them back 
one by one, with pleas and abuse. 

But once we had skidded and crashed through this tangle the 
road south was deserted except for an occasional farmer walking 
silently under his brown-paper umbrella, between the lines of 
dripping willows. Less than a mile beyond the walls we found the 
way cut by a huge winding ditch gouged across'it and into the crops 
on either side. With some difficulty we passed by driving over the 

295 
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spongy wet fields, through a grove in which half the trees were 
erect and green, and half were slewed sideways at all angles, their 
trunks splintered by cannon fire, their leaves brown and withered. 
Back on the motor-track again we drove down the winding avenue 
past more prostrate trees and fields of rich crops scuffed and broken 
in winding alleys. Here the trees which had not been felled by 
cannon had been peppered by bullets and were dotted with dead 
branches and twigs — brown against green — which hung from 
partially severed limbs. The crops which were not completely 
ruined were snipped and twisted as by an eccentric barber. The 
earth itself was spoiled in many places, tom and gouged into craters 
now full of stagnant water. 

Not far beyond the first trench I noticed a farmer walking on the 
road about a hundred yards ahead with his hand cupped over his 
nose. Immediately we also entered the smell. I had known the 
odour of the long-dead before, but only as a minor unpleasantness 
attendant on dead rats or dead birds, something to close one’s nose 
against and hurry past. This terrible sweet metallic stink could not 
be passed. It permeated every square foot of air and tainted every 
breeze. Like a heavy gas it seemed to coat the countryside, and every 
breath, however gingerly taken, was almost palpably a gulp of 
decay. 

The road here was understandably empty of the living, but soon 
after entering the smell, we began passing the dead. It was at least 
ten days since the battle and the hot rainy weather had made fright- 
ful sport with the unburied, having swollen them into an unspeak- 
able race of prostrate monsters. In the distant fields were lumpish 
figures, half hidden in the crops, their stiff limbs embracing the 
ground, the grass, or the air in horrible, comic attitudes. From the 
black water of the ditch beside the Toad projected pale bloated clots 
which could be either knees, shoulders, or scalps. 

The dead men actually in the road had been removed, but many 
dead horses were still littered along it, making driving a complicated 
job. The sprawling carcasses were distended into huge mottled 
globes from .which the legs, ridiculously spindly by contrast, stuck 
out at unlikely angles. Soon we passed the motor caravan of which 
so much had been heard on the roof-garden in Peking; the dead 
passengers were gone, but under the leading car the gored horse, 
now a shapeless mound festooned with decay, still jacked the shat- 
tered front wheels skyward. 
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About eight miles south of Peking we reached the village of 
Nan Yuan, desolate and deserted except for a few coolies standing 
with their arms folded, in doorways or under the eaves of the 
silent shops. The empty streets were a morass of mud, crackling and 
hissing under the rain which had now increased to a downpour. 
Some of die houses had been destroyed by bombing or artillery fire 
and most of the others were shuttered and locked, apparently 
deserted. As in the north, from the doorposts flapped pitiful little 
paper imitations of Japanese flags, streaked and disintegrating in the 
wet. 

Just beyond the village were the South Barracks and the Peking 
aerodrome, the scene of the last fierce fighting before the Chinese 
troops in this area retreated north to the city. Though the country 
had been conquered by the Japanese, it had not been occupied. The 
victorious troops had gone on to the west of Peking, leaving only a 
small company to hold the barracks. This garrison at that time 
formed the only Japanese outpost south of the city and beyond it the 
country was supposed to be empty of soldiers for eight or ten miles 
to the Chinese lines on the Liuli River. 

Driving down the main street of the village we came in sight of 
the Japanese sentries at the entrance to the barracks, whereupon the 
Chinese driver of the ambulance became nervous and- refused to go 
farther. As the road the Frenchman had to take led through the 
barracks, he and I went ahead on foot to see if the car would be 
allowed to pass. Walking widely around a glum sentry tending a 
machine-gun under a leaking straw shelter, we found a very small 
and nervous detachment of Japanese soldiers, just then decapitating 
a chicken and washing a pile of vegetables in the great court 
surrounded by half-demolished black buildings. Owing to the 
lack of a common language we were unable to learn whether we 
would be allowed to drive through or not, but when we walked on 
down the road to try and see if it were clear, we found a large 
tree fallen squarely across it, destroying all possibility of driving 
farther. 

We returned to the village and the Frenchman prepared to leave 
on foot. At the last minute the Chinese who had come from Peking 
to guide him became panicky and refused to go, being prevailed 
upon only by the threat that unless he went he would not be taken 
back into the city. 

The rest of us — Chinese driver, mechanic, student volunteer, and 
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myself— were about to start on the return trip to Peking when three 
men of Nan Yuan came up saying that there were a number of 
wounded at a farm three li (about a mile) to the south-west. All the 
roads in that direction were wagon-roads and they were flooded, so 
to fetch them it would be necessary to walk to the place and carry the 
injured back on litters. 

The student volunteer promptly undertook to hire enough 
carriers; it may seem shocking that it should be necessary to pay 
Chinese civilians to help in the rescue of wounded Chinese soldiers, 
but these wretched country coolies lived from hand to mouth under 
the best conditions. At that time they were entering a very uncer- 
tain period and can hardly be censured for trying to make what they 
could while they could. Also in the country in China, the participa- 
tion of a foreigner in any enterprise has always made it a traditional 
source of easy money. 

The extreme youth of the student was a handicap in bargaining 
with the hard-bitten country folk and after half an hour of haggling, 
he had come to no possible agreement. In the meanwhile another 
car had arrived from the city, containing two courageous Chinese 
ladies who were attempting to ascertain the number of needy 
refugees in the country around Peking. They vigorously entered 
into our bargaining and armed with a commanding manner and 
plenty of cash soon arranged for nearly fifty coolies. 

Just before noon, at the head of this small army the Chinese 
student and I made our way slowly out of Nan Yuan, heading to the 
south along a road which skirted the high clay wall of the barracks 
and aerodrome. The rains of the past week had put all unsurfaced 
roads and paths in a condition which made them difficult going 
even for those on foot, and we struggled through mud incites deep, 
a soft gluey stew which sucked tenaciously at shoes and made each 
step difficult. About half a mile from the village the road turned 
away from the wall and led south-westward through open country. 
Slipping and stumbling in the mud, we followed it out into what 
was technically no-man’s-land. 

This stretch of farmland was all sown with the crop called kao- 
liang, a cereal plant which resembles com but grows to a height 
of fifteen feet or more. The green stalks walled us in completely.- 
The country was dead level and a low ceiling of leaden clouds, from 
which dropped thick grey curtains of rain, cut off any sight of the. 
hills in the distance. Plodding through the mud at the base of the 
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towering 'kao-liang, we had no more command' of 'O'uh direction 
than ants in a hayfield. 

I was also inclined to feel like a bug on witnessing the handiwork 
of my kind as displayed in these dripping fields. Every few yards 
w-e passed through deserted scenes of battle. Here the kao-liang was 
trampled flat in little clearings or cut in twisting swaths down 
which opened sickening vistas of corruption. Among the puddles the 
ground was strewn with dead men and horses, for no effort had yet: 
been made to bury those which lay so far from the road. Except for 
the dull green of wet leaves die prevailing colours in these scenes of 
recent conflict were brown and dirty grey, spotted only by the phos- 
phorescent blue, purple, and orange, and sickening bloated white of 
decay. Indeed, in total effect the fields made a frightful travesty of 
all the heroic battle-scenes ever painted, with their bright flags and 
weapons and scarlet splashes of blood. The dead men were sprawled 
awkwardly in the mud, most of them in the impromptu attitudes of 
a sudden and uncomfortable sleep. There were some horses in the 
rocking-horse position characteristic of conventionally drawn battle- 
scenes, but instead of being alive, upright, and mounted by gesticula- 
ting riders, they were upside-down and dead, their rigid legs point- 
ing at the sky, their bellies gaping, their necks twisted, broken, and 
buried in the mud, their riders either vanished or lying at a distance, 
contorted and stiff. 

The fighting in this section had apparently taken place several 
days before the skirmishes on the main road, for the corpses were in 
a more advanced state of decay. Here they were no longer swollen, 
but had burst or deflated into masses of sodden matter. The flesh, 
now abloom with putrescence, was rapidly melting into the ground 
and already the shape of the skeletons had begun to emerge. 

Because of their greater quantities of decaying matter the dead 
horses should have been more odious, but the dead men had a horror 
•which revolted more than the eye and the nose. To no matter what 
inhuman shape their disintegration had brought them, they re- 
tained a grotesquely human personality. The gaping jaws, the rotten 
cheeks, and empty eye-sockets could still suggest the expression of a 
face. Even to see the corpses at a distance-dark shapes of ripped 
flesh and matted hair and doth sunk down among the kao-liang 
roots — brought a jolt, so hideous and yet so exact a parody did they 
present of living men. 

Also scattered in the ruined crops were rotting pieces of equip- 
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ment — carts,, caissons, harness, and uniforms — but none of quite the 
style or in quite the condition to suggest the spoils which litter 
formal paintings of battles. There were tons of rations, little paper- 
wrapped packages of rice, scattered and trampled into the ground, 
now covered with blossoms of bright orange mould; .There were 
quantities of tom newspapers and magazines, scattered letters, 
calling cards, and personal papers of all kinds. There were abandoned 
manuals of arms, pamphlets on tire care and handling of guns, sheets 
of what seemed to be oiling diagrams for artillery — all of them tom 
and trampled into the mud. Indeed, there were so many crumpled 
papers that in spots where no corpses could be seen, the small battle- 
fields faintly but definitely suggested popular and ill-kept picnic 
grounds. Less festive were the unexploded bombs, shells, and hand 
grenades which lay about at random in the fields. Both sides had 
apparently been using inferior equipment, : and in wet weather, for 
there were hundreds of duds lying deep in the mud or: partially 
concealed by grass, making every step one to be considered.: 

By the time we passed through the first wide fields of kao-liang, , 
we had gone more than the promised mile. Our glides were insistent 
that the wounded were now very close, only one or two lie farther 
south, but after my previous chases after non-existent casualties, I 
began to have misgivings and it seemed possible that the whole 
business was a sham cooked up by these coolies to provide employ- 
ment for themselves. . . 

The farms we passed seemed empty, but occasionally far down 
the road we could see groups of dark figures emerge from the crops 
for a moment and then disappear. They were too far away for us to 
be sure whether they were in uniform or not, and if so what uniform. 
Once on turning a bend in the road we came upon a solitary farmer 
carrying water. At sight of us his face jarred open. Without show- 
ing panic, but with as much speed as possible, he walked silently into 
the kao-liang and disappeared. This brought home to me what the 
appearance of our party must suggest and it made me very uneasy. A 
stroll between the lines at the head of a band of fifty was not what I 

had intended when I left the city that morning. ■ 

« ,j 00n .T C kft 1116 Y a S° n -road for a footpath leading between the 
nelds and here from time to time we could hear explosions at varying 
istances. Occasionally there were spurts of machirte-gun fire quite 
tar to the east and at longer intervals came solitary rifle-shots, much 
closer but to the west or south-west.. The countryside was riot as 
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empty as it looked. I hated hearing each one of these sounds and 
walked very stiffly, my fears localized as a tight ache at the base of 
my spine. 

When we were about two miles out of Nan Yuan there was an 
extremely loud explosion, not more than a hundred yards from us. 
It was back in the fields from which we had just come and it was 
pleasantest to think it the belated explosion of one of the dud shells 
we had passed. 

At the sound of the boom the guides paused for a moment and 
the coolies collected to chatter softly and smile nervously at the 
fields and trees to the north. Even before I had time to think what 
the noise could be, my body felt as if it had been blown clean of all 
its contents. I walked along for a step or two as empty and light as 
an eggshell, then, as I realized what the sound meant, my skin sud- 
denly filled again; lungs, heart, liver and lights — all were back, but 
somehow too big and tightly-packed for comfort, too hot and full of 
pounding blood. 

Eight or nine li (about three miles) south of Nan Yuan we reached 
the second place where it had been promised that we should find 
wounded. There were none. The guides continued to insist that 
there were many casualties only a few li farther and after the last 
explosion I think we were all as willing to go ahead as turn back. 
We kept up our laborious progress southward through the sad wet 
country for another hour. Here the fighting had been lighter, the 
' crops and trees were hardly damaged and there were few dead men 
or horses to be seen. The smell was still wi th us, however, and when- 
ever the hot wet wind blew out of die fields of tall crops, it brought 
overpowering blasts of corruption. 

The last mile of the journey was down a road sunk several feet . 
beneath the surface of the plain. On it we had the advantage of being 
invisible from the surrounding country, but as a disadvantage we 
had the necessity of wading along its entire length. It was floodc 
with black stagnant water varying in depth from two to three feet. 
This made our progress uncomfortable enough, and the fact that at 
intervals there were dead creatures lying half submerged on the 

banks made it more so. r 

When at last we reached the settlement we were heading for, we 
had gone not one mile from Nan Yuan but five, more than halfway 
from the Japanese to the Chinese lines. For a terrible few minutes it 
appeared as if our efforts had been useless. 'There were no wounded 



3°2 T1I80UCII china’s \V A 1. 1. 


in any of the houses. Then wc learned that they were scattered in 
the fields near-by and the coolies divided in groups to collect them. 
I went with the student and half a dozen men; wc were to meet die 
others at a prearranged spot on the way to Nan Yuan and then 
return together. 

We started north through the fields farther west, sending coolies 
off to inquire at every farmhouse. Before long one of them called to 
us. Wc found him standing in a cornfield with a farmer and be- 
tween them was someone squatting on the ground. The back of this 
figure was towards us as wc approached, and it was not until I 
reached him and stood in front of him that 1 had any intimation 
of what was waiting here. 


The creature on the ground was a soldier fourteen or fifteen years 
old, squatting with his legs drawn up under his chin and his arms 
hung over his knees, shivering slightly in the warm wet.' He had 
two wounds, both of them fatally enlarged bv rotting. His left arm 
was shattered below' the elbow and he had some sort of hole through 
his body. The damaged arm w'as enormously bloated and dangled 
before him like a misplaced thigh; around it was clumsily knotted 
a filthy black rag which nevertheless failed to cover the expanses of 
putrescent grey flesh beneath. I did not see the other wound as his 
clothes covered it, but judge that it was in still worse condition since 
he could not move without screaming. . 

They boy would have been lucky, though, if his wounds had been 
the only factors in his torture. He was squatting in the fields with 
only a small piece of burlap between himself and the muddy ground. 
Over him there was absolutely no shelter; the weather for the past 
weeks had been exceptionally rainy. Because of his injuries he was 
unable to move at all by himself; day' and night, asleep and awake, 
he had had to crouch in the same squatting position. Unable to 
move, he had been unable to provide for himself and for his food had 
been forced to rely on the irregular mercies of the neighbouring 
armers. It was plain that they had not spared him much, for he was 
emaciated to the point of starvation and his one live arm was shrunk 
to the bone, a terrible contrast to the fat bulk of the decaying one. 

I asked how' long he had been in this condition 
"One month,” he replied. 

% then quite near the Marco Polo Bridge and he had 

then mu M C 1 m.the first days of the war. His existence since 
then could scarcely be imagmed. At first, before his wounds began 
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to rot, he could move about to find food for himself and avoid the 
encounters which might suddenly end his life, but without any 
medical treatment it was not long before he was confined to the 
single field, then to a single spot. The last weeks of his ordeal were a 
time of unmitigated horror. Caught like an animal in a trap, he 
could only crouch and wait, feeling the decay spreading up through 
his body, swallowing him by inches. 

While we improvised a litter from branches, rope and a door 
we bought from the nearest farmer, he sat patiently waving flies out 
of his wounds with his good arm. Gradually a realization of what 
was happening dawned on him and he began to laugh and cry at the 
same time, but when the litter was finished and he had to lie on it he 
could only scream until he lost consciousness. 

Very slowly we returned northward with this load, being soon 
joined by two groups of coolies with two more wounded on make- 
shift litters. We were the first party to reach the appointed farm- 
house. It was nearly two hours before all the others arrived; we 
spent the interval drinking tea. 

The farm was not as deserted as it looked from the road. The clay 
house was partially destroyed, but a large farm family was living in 
the one sound wing. They faced ruin, for most of their crops were 
spoiled and all their domestic animals had been stolen by either 
Japanese or Chinese soldiers. Their cheerfulness under the circum- 
stances was astonishing. They urged us in and made tea, serving it 
on a rough table in the centre of which stood their prize souvenir o 
the war, a handsome black-and-gold Japanese shell, as yet unex 
plodcd. All the time we waited they kept up a steady stream o 
gossip and jokes with the coolies. They were without anger, an 
when the war w r as discussed their faces showed, resignation on y. 
They plainly considered their destiny was to till their own few 
square feet of soil, whoever ran their nation. They were or mary 
farmers, typical of China’s hundreds of millions, and their cheerful 
fortitude was a clue to the country’s immense resources o resistance. 
Still the war had flowed over them for weeks and made victims ot 

them and they were not yet part nf it. . 

The attitude of such farmers must be the crucial factor m their 
country’s battle, and while their indifference is the product ot 
centuries of habit, there arc persistent reports that it is breaking 
down and being replaced by the determintion to sustain partisan 
warfare. It is unfortunate thataccounts of this metamorphosis have 
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so far come chiefly from those who are passionately anxious to 
believe in it, for if it is indeed a fact, it is an immensely important 
one. If it has not really been accomplished, China may by sheer size 
and weight save itself from too shattering a defeat, but if it has 
been accomplished even in part, Japan’s aims are hopeless. 

At about a quarter to five the last group of coolies arrived, 
altogether they had found eleven wounded. Ten were soldiers who 
had to be carried in litters. The eleventh was an old lady who must 
have been more than seventy-five, as she was accompanied by a 
daughter who seemed almost sixty. She could still walk, although 
her arm and breast had been tom by a machine-gun bullet. 

Only three of the soldiers were in a condition in which I would 
have thought it possible for a man to survive. The others were 
more hideously wrecked and rotted than the first I had seen. The 
most serious cases had turned literally into garbage and it was 
impossible to understand how they still lived. The worst one lay 
on his side in his litter, staring straight before him, his eyes blurred 
and unmoving. He neither stirred nor cried out during the whole 
rough journey to the city and the only sign of persisting life was an 
occasional convulsive shiver. His flesh was a greenish-mustard 
colour and around his wounds it had dissolved into puddles of dark 
decay. He had been lying in a very unclean place, for over his 
clothes swarmed thousands of flies and his stench was much stronger 
and more sickening than that of the entirely dead. I did not examine 
him, but the coolies told me that his leg, which had been lying next 
to the bare ground, was crawling with maggots. 

It was shocking that we should have been able to find these men 
within a dozen miles of Peking, for here the fighting had been com- 
paratively light and in Peking there had been at least some effort 
made to carry on rescue work. It was unbearable to think of the 
misery on the battlefields which were beginning to spread out into 
' remote country where not even a pretence of relief work could be 
made, and I’m afraid that the plight of these ten men multiplied by 
a hundred thousand would still fall short of the suffering that has 
since been endured on China’s plains. 

It was the fag end of the rainy afternoon when we finally 
approached Nan Yuan through the kao-liang fields, down a path at 
the end of which we could see armed Japanese sentries standing on 
the wall of the aerodrome. This was my time of usefulness, for it 
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was mv job to go ahead with the Red Cross flag and demonstrate 
that the approaching crowd was not composed of Chinese guerrillas. 
It was a sheepish moment, as the flag was no larger than a handker- 
chief, but I was relieved to be approaching Nan Yuan under any 
circumstances. The car was near and the anxiety of wandering 
through that wet and stinking landscape was finally finished. 

Our ambulance was an old omnibus requisitioned for relief 
work, with no real accommodations for the wounded, and we could 
only pack our-passengers in like so many sides of spoiled beef. It 
was after five-thirty when we finally set out for Peking, and despite 
warnings, pleadings, and threats, the Chinese, driver, who was 
determined not to have to spend the riight outside the walls., kept 
pressing his foot on the accelerator; at every jolt indescribable 
gurgles and bleatings came out of the back of the bus. We reached 
the walls a few minutes before six and had less trouble getting up 
to the gate than we had in leaving it, for the crowds which stil, # 
jammed the approaches moved back at our smell. We were admitte 
in a few minutes, and without further ado drove over a terribly 
rutted road into the eastern part of the city and delivered our load 
of screaming carrion at a hospital. 


On the next day I went out again on the same truck in the 
same direction, but a few miles out of the Yung-Tmg Gate we met 
the Frenchman we had taken out the day before, returning to 
Peking with his charge piled into a rickshaw. This soldier, also a 
boy under twenty, had been very oddly wounded in , ha ” d :\°', ’ "J 

fighting; threatened by a Japanese with a bayonet e la £ 

aside, but tripped by the bayonet had had to cap to rcg. 1 
balance. While one leg was flying horizontally through the a 
stray bullet entered it through the sole of the foot, piercing up to t 
knee and hamstringing the whole leg. We took these twobacknno 
the city and when we had delivered them it was too late to atte p 

another trip outside the walls. f 

For several days now all other Red Cross seardung tnps from 
Peking had stopped, since wounded could now be rea< *“ ° J Z 
long blind trips such as we had made, and even then the chame of 
finding them was slim. We had cleaned out what ^stbcthelast 
unsearched area within a day’s trip of the city, to 
it would be necessary to go into the country for two or tbrcc “ :l ^ 
at a time, and that was too dangerous to be practical. All the other 
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foreign volunteers had given up the job as hopeless and even the 
Chinese authorities were convinced that no more effort could 
sensibly be made. My inclinations were in confusion, for I hated 
the thought of descending into those desolate fields to the south 
again, and hated equally the thought of not doing so, since it was 
quite possible that in other fields just off our former route other 
men were still waiting to die or be rescued. 

On the second day after my long trip, while riding to Ta Shih 
Tso on my bicycle, I skidded on a patch of mud, fell, and twisted my 
knee. Two days later, before I could be active again, the Chinese 
Red Cross was dissolved by order of the Japanese military authorities 
and that was the end of that. 
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THE BEGINNING 

From now on I could only be a spectator, but soon that became 
almost as uncomfortable a job. 

The second week of August had started quietly, even though 
heavy movements of Japanese and Chinese troops were incessantfy 
reported and Japanese civilians in the South China and Yangtze ports 
Were being hastily evacuated. Japanese warships and troop trans- 
ports were said to be massing off Shanghai, but the conquerors in 
the North rested in Peking and Tientsin and there was no shooting 
except for occasional skirmishes in the crops along the occupied 
railways. The Japanese naval authorities at Shanghai, allegedly 
jealous of the glory gained by the army in the North, had attempted 
to start a fuss over the disappearance of a marine, but their belliger- 
ence collapsed when the missing man turned up and confessed he 
had run away himself because he feared he’d been seen entering a 
brothel which was out of bounds to marines; in Peking the chat- 
terers reassuringly prophesied that the comic old days of “incidents” 
were returning. 

Then on the tenth of August the typewritten news bulletins 
posted in the Peking hotels began carrying a terrifying and sicken- 
ing story. On the tenth two Japanese were killed when they came 
indiscreetly close to the Chinese military aerodrome in Hungjao, 
Shanghai’s country-club suburb. For two days passions festered in 
the midsummer heat while Japanese marines and Chinese soldiers 
poured into Shanghai by the thousand. On the thirteenth savage 
fighting broke out in Chapei, the crowded Chinese quarter just north 
of the International Settlement, and thousands of desperate 
refugees jammed south into the streets of the Settlement while 
fires set by the explosions began consuming block after block of their 
homes, spreading a black pall of smoke over the whole city. 

On the fourteenth— Bloody Saturday— the fighting became 
heavier, and it was demonstrated that even for spectators this war 
was to be'something more than it had been in the North. Foreign 
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sightseers who went to the roofs of the two big water-front hotels 
to watch the artillery duel over the river had an unpleasant surprise 
at cocktail time when a Chinese plane flew over to bomb the 
Japanese flagship Idzumo, docked beside the Bund. The plane flew 
so high that the pilot’s aim was faulty — so high, indeed, that it was 
some time before the watchers in the hotels realized that instead of 
falling towards the river, the explosives were plummeting down 
straight over their own heads. After a few seconds of screaming 
panic the bombs ricochctted thunderously down the side of one 
hotel, blasting a crater in the street below and blowing the life and 
shape out of some two hundred passers-by. A few minutes later, 
another set of bombs lighted on a comer still deeper in the Settle- 
ment, squashing and burning eight hundred more. From the four- 
teenth on, day and night the big shells screamed over .the dty and 
in the lesser confusion of machine-gun and rifle-fire, thousands 
suffered and died. Partly by accident, perhaps, partly by intention, a 
major war had started. 

In the second week of August, also, the Japanese army in the 
North began pushing out from the conquered cities, south from 
Tientsin on the railway to Shanghai, south from Peking on the 
railway to Hankow, and north from Peking on the railway to 
Suiyuan. On the eleventh their northern vanguard reached the 
foot of Nankow Pass, twenty-five miles from Peking, and engaged 
in a sharp skirmish with strong Chinese forces. On the twelfth their 
bombing planes set afire the town at Nankow and the Chinese 
retreated into natural fortifications among the heights by the 
Great Wall. For more than two weeks a fierce battle raged here, and 
through all the hot, moist days of August, the noise of its explosions 
rolled down across the Peking plain. Shortly after the middle of the 
month another battle, also audible, began on the Hankow railway 
south of the dty, and fierce skirmishing commenced in the moun- 
, tains to the south-west. 

But then on the twenty-third it was reported that a Japanese 
force marching cross-country from Manchukuo had reached the 
Suiyuan railway north of Nankow, bottling its defenders in the 
pass. Through the next week they advanced slowly towards Peking; 
on the twenty-ninth the trapped Chinese exploded half a dozen 
locomotives in the tunnd by the Wall, blocking the line completely, 
and then scattered into the mountains. At the same time the 
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Japanese south of Peking gradually fought their front line down 
out of earshot of the city. Soon the fine autumn weather began and 
the roads dried, and became passable to mechanized forces. Active 
troops were no longer quartered inside Peking and often for days at 
a time there was no sound of guns. 

Now the conflict really had passed on, but at last it began to 
have its effect on Peking. The walls which had been proof against 
the violence of early summer could not keep out the sadness, ugli- 
ness,- and monotony of a prolonging war. Peking, was the city 
enclosed no longer. Over it floated a captive balloon tethered to the 
Chien Men Gate, trailing the names of newly conquered cities— 
Kalgan, Chochow, Machang, Taming, Tatung— and in its shadow 
the Pekinese were ignominiously learning the manners of a govern- 
ment by force. 

Throughout the city there were sudden and unwarranted 
invasions of private houses — searches for Nationalist literature, 
Kuomintang insignia, or pictures of Chiang Kai-Shek and Sun-Yat- 
Sen. There were sudden arrests, without explanation and sometimes 
without cause. On a less serious but no less aggravating plan were 
the hundred smaller changes in the accustomed life of the city; the 
mails were interfered with and every letter was opened and scrutin- 
ized for suspicious sentiments. Despite this surveillance, incident- 
ally, the new government could not yet afford to print new stamps 
and all letters still bore the likenesses of Chiang Kai-Shek or Sun- 
Yat-Sen. In mid-September the Chinese schools did not open and it 
was announced that they would remain closed until textbooks quite 
free of pro-Chinese bias could be procured. At the same time com- 
pulsory lessons in Japanese were started for policemen and trolley 
conductors, while shopkeepers and chauffeurs were rather bluntly 
advised that it would be convenient if they could learn the new 
tongue, too. 

It seemed a special indignity to the logical and humorous 
Chinese that this should not be a frank conquest, but, in accord with 
the curious plans of the Japanese military, must be disguised as a 
spontaneous movement for autonomy. Now that laughter was 
dangerous, it was sickening for them to watch Japanese and Korean 
ronins swarming over their city tacking up slogans, such as, North 
China for the North Chinese,” and it was abominable for them to be 
forced to bow politely to the omnipresent Japanese sentries their 
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friends from across the sea who were helping them to establish a 
more "sincere” government. 

Though so far no puppets had been found except disgruntled 
riffraff and anti-Nanking politicians in retirement since the fall of 
the Empire so senile that not even the Japanese wanted them — 
incessant parades and demonstrations were nevertheless arranged 
to give photographic evidence of this government’s existence. 

As. an example, one afternoon I saw a long line of women and 
girls in rickshaws parading through the Legation Quarter under 
the escort of a few Japanese in cutaways. Each wore a paper peony, 
and their rickshaws were decorated with banners proclaiming that 
this was “The North China Association of Female College Students,” 
on its way to comfort the Japanese soldiers who were defending the 
city. Half a dozen of the younger girls might really have been 
students; they crouched in their seats, frightened and embarrassed, 
others rode with their hands or handkerchiefs over their faces so 
that no one might recognize them. But the majority of the women, 
brassy-eyed and painted, were obviously prostitutes, while some in 
poor blue clothes were housewives of die lowest class, who must 
earn money in whatever way they could-some of these “students” 
were old peasant women over sixty. 

Later in September, at the time of the harvest moon, the Japanese 
ordered . that the traditional Lantern Festival be turned into a grand 
celebration of autonomy. On the night of the full moon it had been 
customary for the children and young people of the city to walk 
about carrying fantastic paper lanterns constructed in the form of 
hsh, flowers, birds, dragons, and so on. The conquerors ordered 
that as further celebradon lines of red and white paper lamps be 
strung down all the big streets— the cost of the lamps, candles, and 
ro P « to be collected from the householders along the way. 

On the night of the festival the prescribed lamps glowed in long, 
regularly aligned rows, but no strollers walked between them 
brandishing comic or fantastic lanterns. The streets were almost 
deserted, and after a while the lines of untended lights guttered 
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shouting loiterers out of their path, now dragged their carts slowly 
along the gutters, for down the centre of the streets Japanese trucks 
and motor-cycles roared incessantly. Every day more of the cautious 
rickshaws were piled with luggage and furniture as Pekinese families 
of brothers and cousins began moving in with each other to retrench 
for the coming winter and the many to follow; with so much of 
the farmland around the city ruined or inaccessible the price of 
food was going higher and with most of the coal-mines in the 
Western Hills entirely cut off, the price of coal was skyrocketing. 
Already the unsettled conditions of the summer had ruined a large 
proportion of those thousands who lived from hand to mouth under 
the best conditions, and at all hours the streets resounded with the 
cries of an unprecedented number of beggars. 

The street-cleaning departments had apparently become dis- 
organized under the stress of events, for the pavement of even the 
biggest streets was frequently left unwatered and unswept. In the 
small unpaved streets and alleys the puddles created by the August 
rains soon thickened into stretches of stagnant mud, dotted with 
decaying garbage, and the faint persistent stink of these morasses 
hung over the whole city. Breeding here and, so it was claimed, 
among the still unburied cadavers beyond the walls, the worst plague 
of flies in years swarmed over Peking, polluting even the most 
sheltered courtyards. 

Except for the increasing multitude of beggars and the be- 
wildered refugees who from time to time straggled in from, the 
growing areas of untenable farmland, the actual misery of the 
civilian Chinese was surprisingly little seen, hidden as it was behind 
private walls and the resigned attitudes of a stoic race. Of course t le 
Chinese soldiers who were occasionally maimed within reach of the 
city could never appear in it now, since they lay beyond an active 
military front and must cither be rescued from the other side or 

decay without help. „ ,. 

Conversely, even so soon a certain amount of Japanese distress 
was becoming evident in Peking, and though their triump a 
balloon always trailed the news of fresh conquests overhead, the 
invaders were beginning to 6eem almost as much the victims o 

their own war. , . 

The cheerful young warriors who had swarmed over Peking 
after its fall were the first to march on, and in the last weeks ot 
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August it was reported that they had begun to perish by the hundred, 
particularly on the slopes of Nankow Pass. Whenever possible, their 
bodies were carted down to the environs of Peking, stacked in heaps, 
soaked with gasoline, and ignited — the black smoke ascending from 
such pyres could be seen from the roof of die Ilfitel de P6kin. Then 
the ashes were packed in small white boxes, each inscribed with 
the name of one of the dead; these were brought to a temporary 
shrine of straw matting erected in die space outside the Legation 
Quarter and after the proper military and religions sendees, were 
dispatched to Japan. Meanwhile, as Peking was reasonably safe 
from counter-attack, it was manned by sccond-and third-rate 
troops to whom the possibility of being killed was plainly only one 
of the many disadvantages to a war. These were the older men — 
small shopkeepers, clerks, and farmers — settled husbands and 
fathers still surprised at die sudden change in their lives. Some- 
times in spasms of bravado they got rcd-facedly drunk and tried to 
act as victorious troops are expected to, but more often they tramped 
rather mournfully about the conquered city, staring apathetically 
at the lame but recovering bustle of Chinese life or watching with 
homesick wistfulness the Chinese children who played in the streets. 

That the war was not easy even for the young Japanese who 
remained alive was demonstrated graphically to me one morning 
when I saw a company which had just returned from the country 
and was resting on the street at the end of my alley, waiting to be 
assigned to one of the barracks ; this street was the one which bounds 
the Forbidden City on the north, separating it from the enclosure of 
Coal Hill. 

Previously the troops I’d seen inside Peking had been well 
dressed, well equipped, and under perfect discipline. Whatever else 
they might do, they always observed the smaller proprieties. These 
troops in the street, however, were too exhausted to think of any 
rules^For convenience in tethering, some of their horses had been 
driven up into the Imperial entranceways on either side of the road, 
and just as they must have during the medieval invasions, the 
animals stood wearily -chewing straw inside the ornate little pav- 
ilions, their halters knotted about the red-lacquer columns, their 
dung fouling the white marble floor. In the street on either side of 
the gate the other beasts stood patiently under their burdens of guns, 
tents, and ammunition. All of them were covered with sores and 
antastically emaciated. Some were wounded — one had a broken or 
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sprained leg to which was bound the branch of a tree, half splint, 
half crutch. Among the horses stood impromptu replacements; 
several donkeys, grotesquely small under their immense loads, even 
one stolid black ox with a pair of machine-guns strapped on its 
back. 

The men were in as sad condition as their animals. Their chins 
black with unkempt beards, their eyes glazed with exhaustion, they 
lay with their backs propped against the red walls of the Forbidden 
City and their muddy legs sprawling across the sidewalks. Some 
were wounded, their hurts tied up with bandages which had once 
been properly wound, but were now muddy and unravelled, their 
broken limbs bound with boards or branches. Some turned towards 
the passing traffic faces of a terrible pasty whiteness, out of which 
mattered eyes stared with the dull boredom of the diseased. Some 
few had collapsed entirely and lay either asleep or unconscious on 
the sidewalk and the roadway itself, their cheeks fiat against the 
dirty-pavement. 

By the end of September the official front had receded along the 
railways for more than a hundred miles north and south of Peking 
&nd the warfare around the city was taking the form it has held ever 
since — and will no doubt hold for a good many years to come. The 
Japanese had the use of the railways and the few highways; their 
activity already lay less in fighting out from these communications 
than in establishing garrisons, cutting down crops, evacuating 
farmers, and so on, to make these lanes of conquered country 
safer. 

The Chinese held the hills and the inaccessible sections of flat- 
land, or, to put it specifically, the Chinese held all the land not 
actively surveyed by Japanese soldiers. That they were not pas- 
sively occupying it was demonstrated two or three times a week, 
when the sound of explosions could be heard in the city and Japanese 
bombing planes could be seen flying out from the Peking aerodrome 
to drop their loads on the hills or the farther stretches of flatland. 
According to the Japanese press representatives this was only 
bombing practice, but the targets often became mobile enough to 
cut the railways and highways and once or twice those in the 
Western Hills managed to take over the power station twelve miles 
from Peking, temporarily depriving the city of electricity. Also, 
as the weeks passed, more and more Japanese soldiers, venturing 
into the target country to mop up, either returned to Peking in the 
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spent condition I had seen, or returned only to be packed in the small 
white boxes for their return to Japan. 

As a matter of interest to any one other than myself, my story 
really ends with my last trip for the Red Cross. After that I went 
back to Ta Shih Tso and tried to paint until my lease should expire, 
when I would have to start for America. I was still upset by what 
I’d seen, heard, and smelled outside — until the rains cleared up in 
early September all the houses of Peking were mouldy and this 
faint but penetrating odour of decay kept returning me to the stink- 
ing fields of Nan Yuan. However, I repaired the paintings I’d 
smudged when I refugecd and did a few more; in the last week of 
September I had an exhibition of them at the Peking Institute of 
Fine Arts, whose committee was then casting about for any kind of 
show to put in their gallery, to demonstrate to the Japanese that they 
would continue as usual. 

In the clear, cool September weather the big courtyard of my 
house was more than ever an ideally comfortable living-room. It 
was full of yellow and white chrysanthemums now, brought in and 
planted in full bloom for the equivalent of a penny a bush. As I was 
to leave soon, Chou’s wife was very busy these days, making under 
her husband’s supervision a fancy farewell present for me. This was 
a pair of blade cloth bedroom slippers with their toe-ends 
embroidered in the semblance of stylized pigs’ faces, the pig being 
an animal of auspicious meaning; the slippers had round cross-eyes 
of white cloth, embroidered scarlet nostrils, and loose scarlet- 
lined ears built to flap with every step. 

Simply writing about such things here makes me realize again 
how out of place I and those like me had become. It is unimportant 
when considered in relation to the real miseries of war, but for the 
self-devoted foreigners in China, and for those Chinese who by 
position instead of race were similarly released from the press of 
circumstances, the beginning of the fighting meant that the indiv- 
idual life, pleasant and unconstrained, had become painfully in- 
appropriate, really impossible. 

At the time I was vaguely aware of this — I knew of course that 
the kind of life I’d led and the agreeable travels I’d taken were for 
an indefinite time out of the question, if only for reasons of 
mechanics. I felt, but vaguely too, that a catastrophe on such a 
scale imposed a problem requiring more than a negative response. 
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more than a decently averted eye. I wanted to go to Shanghai to sec 
if I couldn’t help again, but my somewhat shapeless impulses were 
controlled by one very concrete fact. My money was gone and my 
conscience could not prompt me to do anything unless it was 
profitable enough to support me; indeed, I must start back to 
America immediately or be stranded. 

Just before Heft Peking I made one more trip outside the walls 
to chauffeur a friend of mine, a correspondent, on his way to inter- 
view a company of Chinese, officially called bandits, who had kid- 
napped half a dozen French priests from a monastery in the hills 
behind the Summer Palace and were demanding as ransom enough 
money to outfit themselves completely with arms and ammunition. 
My friend wanted to find just what sort of men these kidnappers 
were and how their captives were being treated. My part in the trip 
was a simple one; I drove him to the abandoned spa about fifteen 
miles from the city and left him there to walk the three or four 
remaining miles between the automobile road and the camp where 
the priests were held. Not a Chinese soldier — regular or irregular — 
did I see, though on the road out we passed several trucks of heavily- 
armed Japanese off for their daily mopping-up. 

In two days my friend returned with a strange account of the 
outlaws. They were a company of several hundred men, some 
refugee farmers, some soldiers from companies which had been 
scattered at Nankow. They were led by a few officers from Nankow 
and a sprinkling of students from the Peking colleges. They were 
organized as a military unit and were completely under military 
discipline. Besides rifles they had several salvaged machine-guns 
and even a few pieces of artillery, all of it located less than twenty 
miles from Peking and well behind the Japanese frontier. That they 
were not conventional bandits even in their treatment of prisoners 
was shown by a set of snapshots the correspondent brought back; 
these were in the style of school group pictures and showed the 
captive priests seated in dignity in a line of carved blackwood chairs, 
smiling broadly, with several of their young captors in a row behind 
them, smiling and leaning on the backs of the chairs like so many 
fond nephew’s. The priests, incidentally, were later returned in 
good condition, though still unransomed, when the Japanese 
surrounded this area and the Chinese were forced to retreat into the 
hills. 
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These were very odd bandits, but at that time it seemed that their 
unusual character might only be the product of a fortunate set of 
local circumstances— they were one of the first large bands of guer- 
rillas to develop and it was some time before their organization was 
to become a typical one. Since then, they and the thousands like 
them have proved to be China’s most effective weapon for ridding 
herself of her attackers, but then their presence so near Peking seemed 
only another mildly surprising accident in a war which was full of 
freakish and unexpected events. As I had not seen them and had only 
heard of them at second hand, I could not even suspect the possible 
implications of their activity. The incident did nothing to mitigate 
the slack horror I felt towards this war, and when I left I still carried 
a picture of it as a terrible inert disease, like cancer or gangrene, 
spreading out through the healthy body of the countryside, leaving 
behind it only dead areas of empty farms, flooded and blasted roads, 
and ruined crops full of the cloying stink of unburied corpses. 

And when I left Peking in mid-October the disease was beginning 
to spread with fatal rapidity. In the North the front was steadily 
pushing up the railway towards Kweihwa. The provinces of Shan- 
tung and Shansi had been invaded and their capitals, Tsinan and 
Taiyuan, were threatened. Though among the ruined suburbs of 
Shanghai, savage hand-to-hand fighting still flowed constantly 
without advantage to either side, the Chinese forces there were 
plainly weakening under the punishment of the Japanese big guns. 

When I left Harbin in early November the fighting at Shanghai 
had at last swept west of the International Settlement and for thous- 
ands the long trek into the interior had begun; Tsinan bad fallen 
and Japanese cannon were near enough Taiyuan to land shells inside 
its walls. As I was moved slowly across Siberia and Russia, then 
more rapidly across Europe, Taiyuan fell, Kweihwa was taken, Soo- 
cliow west of Shanghai was captured, and Hangchow south of it was 
conceded lost. Before I could reach America in December, the capital 
at Nanking was brutally invaded by conquerors who thought they 
had won the war. 

But the news which followed me on that rapid trip half-way 
round the world was only one of the tilings which made the journey 
disheartening. At the Manchukuan-Siberian border the frontier 
was a mile-wide no-man’s-land, striped with barbed-wire entangle- 
ments and guarded as grimly as if war here were also a fact. The 



THE BEGINNING 


/ 317 

week’s trip from the border to Moscow was lengthened to eight 
days because at almost every station the passenger cars had to wait 
in sidings while troop trains for the Mongolian frontier filed by. 
On the westbound train with me were young Russian aviators and 
tank-drivers plainlyon their way to another front as they amused 
themselves in the dining-car by speaking to each other in halting 
textbook Spanish. 

Even after the warring Orient, the trip across Europe had a 
medieval flavour; I passed the Russo-Polish, Polish-German, and 
German-French frontiers after nothing but savage questioning, but 
for some of my temporary fellow passengers each border was a 
barrier beyond which they could not venture without appalling 
risks. Across the Atlantic I sailed on a boat full of refugee German 
Jews. It was a sick world, and it was dismal to speculate how soon 
the more virulent disease might break out in other parts of its 
surface. 

Just as a personal footnote, out of the string of disasters in China 
whose, reverberations reached me through radios and papers on 
that headlong westward journey, there came news which was to 
change entirely the direction of my plans. 

Early in December, when the Japanese were advancing danger- 
ously close to Nanking, the Chinese Government began its flight 
inland. The executive branch re-established itself at Hankow, but 
already many of the administrative bureaux, as well as the colleges 
and some of the refugee factories, were pushing into the ex|reme 
south-western provinces, Szechuan, Yunnan, and Kweichow? l ' In 
perspective it still seems to me that this first moving of the capital 
was the most dangerous period for China’s resistance, the most 
serious trial of Chiang Kai-Shek as a national leader and his Govern- 
ment as a national government; when through the garbled dis- 
patches of those tense December days it appeared that the move 
had been successfully effected, I was confident that, whatever its 
outcome, this war would be a long one.. 

From what I had seen of the geography of central and western 
China, and what I knew of the tremendous advantage enjoyed by 
Japan’s mechanized troops when operating on flatlands, I felt that 
sooner or later the Government must also abandon Hankow and the 
other cities on the plain, retreating beyond the mountains for the 
long fight. 



318 through china’s waul 

But once entrenched in die inaccessible western half of their 
country, I was certain — and still am — that the Chinese would be in 
territory which could never be invaded. And soon, war or no war, 
it was inevitable that the rich but incredibly backward West would 
become a boom country, rushing through centuries of development 
in as many years, growing even more rapidly and spectacularly than 
our American West because it was so much richer to begin with, and 
its changes would be forced on it as an emergency. 

My painting in the West had led me into a rather desultory- 
pursuit of tribal subjects, mainly because their appearance was a 
novelty after the uniform masses of Chinese, but now suddenly this 
work took on a meaning I had never considered before. With the 
changes in the West, die tribes must be assimilated and their peculiar 
cultures would disappear as irrevocably as those of the American 
aborigines had; among die invincibly prolific Chinese who had 
crowded out or swallowed so many other peoples in their long 
history, the process should take still less time than it had in 
America. If any record of the tribes in their native condition was to 
be made, it must be started immediately. In many ways I w-as not 
qualified to try even a pictorial record, but for that at least I had 
had some experience. Before I reached America I knew that if I 
could possibly manage it and if there still be time, I would go 
back. 


THE END. 



